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THE SLEEPING BEAUTY 

HEN Irish Norah, the nurse, 
offered to repeat some of the 
old familiar stories the chil- 
dren rebelled ; but when she was per- 
mitted to repeat one of them the chil- 
dren wanted more. Patient, devoted 
and original, Norah had a warm 
place in the hearts of the children, 
and her fame as a story-teller had 

reached other nurseries, so that her 
1 



Nurse Norah^s Up-UhDate Fairy Tales 

audience sometimes numbered five or 
six. But until this fateful day she 
had always told new stories — Irish 
fairy stories and stories that she made 
up as she went along. She never re- 
peated a tale, except occasionally by 
request, and so in time her stock and 
her imagination were both pretty well 
exhausted. Then it was that she 
turned to the old books for additional 
material. 

" I'll tell ye," she said, with her de- 
licious brogue, that always added to 
the interest of the stories, "iv Th' 
Shleepin* Beauty." 

" Oh, no I " cried Carl ; " that's old, 
and mamma has read it to us." 

" But ye niver hear-rd me tell it," 
suggested Norah. " Tis not th' 
sa-ame thing whin it's r-read an' whin 
it's told, an' I'm all out iv new 



The Skepmg Becmty 

ahtories. Ye've had a new shtory 
ivery da-ay since ye was old enough 
to listen, an* there's niver a wan lift." 

" Let her tell it, Carl," urged Ethel. 
*^ Perhaps there will be something 
new in it after all." 

So it happened that when Mr. Mer- 
rill passed the door of the children's 
play-room he heard Norah telling 
the story of The Sleeping Beauty to 
his two children (for that was the ex-^ 
tent of the audience on this occasion), 
and he stopped to listen. Then he 
went softly down-stairs and called his 
wife, and they quietly took possession 
of an adjoining room. That is how 
Norah's version acquired local fame, 
which later frequently resulted in an 
audience of which she was in igno- 
rance, but which nevertheless was in- 
terested and appreciative. 
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"Wanst upon a time/' began 
Norah ; and then she interrupted 
herself to say, "Ye'll notice that 
iverything happens wanst upon a 
time in th' shtories; 'tis a date iv 
gr-reat importance in th' fairy wor-rld. 
Well, wanst upon a time there was a 
king an' a queen " 

"What was the king's name?" 
asked Carl, who always insisted upon 
details. 

" How d'ye sup-pose I know ? " re- 
torted Norah, good-naturedly. "In 
th' fairy times kings was so common 
ye'd shtumble over thim in th' 
shtreet, an' no wan iver thought iv 
givin' thim na-ames. If ye met wan 
iv thim ye'd just drop on wan knee 
an' say, ' Ye-er Highness 1 ' or * Good 
luck to ye, king ! ' 'Tw'u'd be a 

waate iv time to be r-runnin' to th' 
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The Sleeping Beauty 

directh'ry ivery minute f'r to see 
what king it was. Now^ don't ye be 
botherin* me any more." 

This matter being disposed of Norah 
continued the story. 

"Th' king an' th* queen had no 
childher, an' it made thim sa-ad. A 
woman without a childher hasn't th' 
occypation she sh'u'd ha-ave, an' a 
king without a childher is in a ter'ble 
bad wa-ay, bein' worried be th' 
thought that th' crown may go out 
iv th' fam'ly an' not be a good fit. 
So whin a fr-rog came to th' queen, an' 
says, * Ye have a daughther comin' to 
ye afther a bit,' they both iv thim be- 
came happy an' continted." 

" Wasn't it a stork ? " asked Ethel, 
doubtfully. 

Nora looked troubled, but only for 

a minute. 

% 
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"Tis th' shtork that brings th' 
ba-aby," she explained, " but I think 
'tis th' fr-rog that brings th' news iv 
it. Annyhow, 'twas so this time, an' 
th' fr-rog knew what he was ta-alkin' 
about, f 'r a princess was bo-orn an' 
christened, an' siven fairy godmothers 
showed up at th' christenin', with 
wan over that wasn't invited. Oh, 
my I but he was a gr-reat king! I 
niver knew th' like iv it in all 
histh'ry, f 'r 'tis customary to ma-ake 
wan fairy godmother do f 'r anny or- 
d'nary princess. Well, whin th' time 
came f 'r givin' the good wishes th' 
fairy that wasn't invited says, ' I wish 
ye may prick ye-er ha-and on a 
shpindle, an' die ; ' an' thin up jumps 
wan iv th' other fairies, she bein' so 
mad her wings is flappin', and she 
crieSi * "lis a sha-ame to put so ha-arsh 



The Sleeping Bea/u4y 

a pinalty on th' ba-aby I I cha-ange 
th' sintence £rom death to shleep. 
An' 'tis me decree/ she says, ' that she 
must wa-ake up whin she's kissed 
be a prince.' An' so 'twas all fixed. 
Ye see, 'twas th' r^rule iv th' fairy 
wor-rld that th' wan that had th' last 
wor-rd was th' one that had her own 
wa-ay, an' there do be women that 
think things is r-run be th' same 
r-rule now. Well, th' king was that 
worried that he had all the shpindles 
bur-med, only he f 'rgot wan iv thim.*' 

" Why did he forget it ? " inquired 
Carl. 

"Why did he f 'rget it ? " repeated 
Norah. " Don't ye see, he had to f 'r- 
get it ? If he didn't there w'u'dn't be 
anny shtory to be tellin' ye." 

"Why, of course," put in Ethel. 
" That's very simple, Carl." 
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"Well," Norah continued, "iv 
coorse whin th' princess was old 
enough to be chasin' about be herself 
she found th' shpindle, like ivery 
gir-rl — an' boy, too — finds what isn't 
intinded f 'r thim, an' she pricked her 
ha-and an' wint to shleep. Thin th' 
good fairy, thinkin' iv how shlow th' 
time w'u'd pass while waitin' f 'r her 
to wake up, puts th' king an' queen 
an' ivery wan in th' castle to shleep, 
so they w'u'dn't be worryin'. An' 
they all shlept a hunderd years." 

" A hundred years ! " repeated 
Carl, thoughtfully. " Who ruled the 
country while the king was sleep- 
ing?" 

" No wan," answered Norah, calmly. 
" It didn't need anny r-rulin'." 

" I thought every country had to be 

ruled," insisted Carl. 
10 



The Sleeping Beauty 

" Not a shtory-book counthry," as- 
serted Norah. 

^'But couldn't the doctors wake 
them up ? " asked Ethel. 

" No wan knew they were shleep- 
in'/' explained Norah, confidently. 

^'I should think the milkman or 
the grocer's boy would have found it 
out/' suggested Ethel. 

" It's mighty funny," put in Carl, 
** that a king shouldn't be missed." 

" There's a lot iv thim that w'u'dn't 
be missed," said Norah. " Ye'd miss 
a shoe-black before ye w'u'd some 
kings." 

^' If we should all go to sleep for a 
long time, some one would find it 
out," argued the boy. 

" Iv coorse," admitted Norah ; " an' 

that proves it." 

"Proves what?" 
11 
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" Proves that ye're not a king," said 
Norah, triumphantly. "'Tis all as 
plain as the da-ay. Th' fact that ye'd 
he found, not hein' a king, proves that 
if ye were a king no wan w'u'd iver 
come near ye. What's th' use iv 
hein' a king if ye can't shleep as long 
as ye wa-ant without iver hein' 
called?" 

" I never thought of that," answered 
Carl. "Goon, Norah." 

" Whin th' time was up," continued 
Norah, " a fine prince came prancin' 
through th' forest, an' he was sur- 
prised to see th' castle. 

"< What's this?' he says, niver 
havin' hear-rd th' shtory. 

"'Hush I' says th' people iv th' 

forest ; * th' king's heen shleepin' f 'r a 

cintury.' 

" ' Th' lazy ma-an,' says th' prince. 
12 



The Sleepmg Beauty 

'Tis time he was called or he^U be 
shtarvin' to death/ 

" * Ye can't wake him/ says th' peo- 
ple ; ' no wan can do it.' 

" ' Nonsinse," said th' prince, he bein' 
a br-right lad. * Ye can wake anny 
wan be ticklin' th' sole iv his foot' 

" ' 'Tw'u'd not be etiquette,' says th' 
people, ' f'r to tickle a king.' " 

''That isn't in the book mamma 
read," said Ethel. 

"No," admitted Norah, blandly, 
"butitsh'u'dbe." 

"Norah is right," asserted Carl. 
"I always thought something was 
left out of the book." 

"Well," said Norah, "th' prince, 

bein' well brought up, w'u'dn't do 

annything that wasn't etiquette, so he 

niver bothered th' king, but just wint 

wanderin' through the palace, takin' 
13 
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in th' shtrange sights. Oh, my I he 
saw some queer things I Th' cook 
had been pluckin' a chicken whin th' 
two iv thim wint to shleep." 

" The chicken was dead when she 
was plucking it, wasn't it?" asked 
Ethel. 

" Iv coorse," replied Norah. 

" Then I don't see how it could go 
to sleep. I should think it would 
just spoil.'' 

"'Tis ividint," said Norah, in a 

tone of gentle reproof, " that ye niver 

were in th' fairy counthry. • Th' 

chicken was dead an' shleepin', an^ 

th' prince, not bein' hungry, wint on 

till he came to th' room where th' 

princess was. 'I'll have her f'r a 

wife,' he says at wanst, f'r that's th' 

wa-ay they did things in thim da-ays. 

There was no courtin', an' I'm thinkin' 
14 



The Sleeping Beauty 

they missed a lot iv th' gr-reat inj'y- 
mint iv life; but annyhow a la-ad 
didn't have to go callin' ivery night 
to find out if a gir-rl was th' r-right 
wan f'r him. Twas all settled th' 
minute he clapped his eyes on her. 
So th' prince says, ' I'll have her f 'r a 
wife ; ' but th' throuble was to get her 
without carryin' her away on his 
shoulder like a bag iv meal. ' I must 
have her,' he says, 'so I'll go f 'r a 
ca-art ; but first,' he says, ' I'll give 
her wan kiss.' " 

"But that wasn't etiquette," sug- 
gested Ethel. 

" A kiss," said Norah, " is always 

etiquette in a shtory. So he kissed 

her, an' she woke up, an' thin ivery 

wan woke up, an' ye niver saw such 

Ustonished people. Th' queen looked 

at hersilf in th' gla-ass, an' she says, 
16 
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' Dear me ! how provokin' I Me clo'es 
axe all out iv shtylel' an' th' king 
says, ^ Bless ye, me childhem I ' an' th' 
princess says, ^ So ye've come at last, 
have ye? I'm gla-ad ye're such a 
fine, han'some la-ad, but ye're shlow. 
'Tis not ivery gir-rl w'u'd wait so long 
f 'r ye.' An' thin they were married 
an' lived happily iver aftherwards." 

" Does everybody live happily ever 
afterwards when they are married?" 
asked Ethel, after a thoughtful pause. 

" In th' fairy counthry," answered 
Norah, guardedly. 

^^ I wish there were princes like that 
now," sighed the girl. 

" 'Tw'u'd be a fine thing," returned 

Norah, with mild suggestiveness, " if 

wan iv thim wint to ye-er room an* 

kissed ye ivery mornin' about th* 

time th' risin'-bell r-rings." 
16 
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BLUE BEARD 

OMMY SINGER and Jessie 
Corwin were in the play- 
room with Ethel and Carl 
Merrill when Norah, the nurse, gave 
her version of the second of the old 
nursery tales. Tommy is a boy with 
decided opinions, while Jessie is of 
the dreamy kind. 

"I'll tell ye," said Norah, "iv th' 
ma-an with th' shky-blue beard." 

" Huh I " broke in Tommy, 
promptly, "no one ever had a sky- 
blue beard. Even the book doesn't 
say that. Maybe it was a dark blue, 
but the sky is a light blue, and there 

couldn't be a beard like it." 
17 
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" In th' shtory counthry," corrected 
Norah, with calm assurance, "they 
ha-ave blue beards an' beards iv all 
th' colors iv th' r-rainbow. 'Tis th' 
throuble with th' books that they 
don't give all th' facts." 

"That's right," explained Ethel. 
" Norah knows a lot more than books 
about these things. I guess she was 
there when they happened." 

"I was," asserted Norah, calmly, 

"an' 'tis a gr-reat annoyance to me 

that th' writers f rget so much. Well, 

as I was tellin' ye, wanst there was a 

ma-an with slathers iv money an' 

shky-blue whiskers, but no wan w'u'd 

marry him. 'Tis a shtrange thing to 

think iv in this da-ay, but 'tis so. 

Whin he'd ask a gir-rl f 'r to marry 

him, she'd luk at him, an' say, 'I 

like ye-er money, but thim whiskers 
18 



Bliie Beard 

w'u'dn't go well with me complexion, 
an^ they'd not ma-atch me fav'rite 
color in dhresses/ " 

" Why didn't he shave them off? " 
demanded Carl. 

"I can't say it f r a fact," answered 
Norah, after a pause, " but 'tis me im- 
pression they were made iv wire." 

" I should think," suggested dreamy 
Jessie, "he might have dyed them." 

" 'Tw'u'd 'ave kept him dyein' all 
th' time to ma-atch a gir-rl's ward- 
robe," explained the ever-resourceful 
Norah. " Annyhow, f 'r some r-reason 
he had to wear thim, an' no wan 
w'u'd marry him till he got a gir-rl 
be th' na-ame iv Fatima to come to 
th' castle an' luk it over. Iverything 
was so lovely there, an' there were 
dances an' dinners an' ca-ard-parties 

an' clubs an' r-readin's, an' all that, 
19 
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an' fin'ly she says, * I cannot give ye 
me heart/ she says, ' but ye-er so kind 
an' good an' r-rich that mebbe ye'U 
get it afther a bit if I marry ye.' 
Whin ye grow up ye'll find that a 
gir-rl will take chances iv a r-rich 
ma-an gettin' her heart afther she's 
married him, while th' poor ma-an 
has to get it fir-rst — an' th' poor 
ma-an's th' luckier iv th' two. 'Twas 
that wa-ay with Fatima ; she got th' 
money, an' a lot iv throuble along 
with it, f'r wan da-ay th' whiskers 
ma-an told her he was goin' away f r 
a bit, an' gave her a lot iv keys. 

" ' Ye see that big key ? ' he says. 

" ' F'r sure,' says she. * How c'u'd 
I help it?' 

" * Do what ye wa-ant with th' 
others,' he says, ' but ye're not to open 
th' door th' big wan belongs to.' 




**.ye'd give a new hat to know about it, but 'tis not f'r you.' 



Bhie Beard 

" ' How c'u'd I,' she says, ' whin I 
don't know what door it is ? ' 

""Tis th' third door from th' 
clo'es-closet in th' northwist corner iv 
th' fourth floor/ he says ; ' but ye're 
not to open it. I ha-ave some secrits 
in there that ye'd find very inth'r- 
estin', but ye must Tave thim alone. 
Ye'd give a new hat to know about 
it, but 'tis not f 'r ye.' " 

" But if he didn't want her to go to 
the closet," put in Ethel, " why did 
he tell her all this ? I don't think it 
was quite fair." 

"'Twas because he was a mane, 
ugly, diabolical ma-an," said Norah, 
with much earnestness. "He was 
partic'lar about his wife, an' wa-anted 
f'r to thry her; but anny wan can 
see he was lookin' f'r an angel, an' 
not a woman. So iv coorse she wint 
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shtraight to th' closet whin he was 
gone." 

" Why did she do that? " asked Carl. 

" Why did ye go shtraight to th' 
jam last Win'sday whin ye're mother 
told ye not to?" Norah demanded, 
pointedly ; and then she added, " An' 
ye haven't th' ixcuse iv bein' bo-orn 
a woman, either." 

" Go on," said Carl, meekly. 

"Well," continued Norah, "whin 
Fatima opened th' closet door she 
found that Blue Beard had had a lot 
iv wives, wan at a time, an' they were 
all dead an' put away in th' closet. 
Whin Fatima saw thim she fainted, 
an' some blood got on th' big key. 

" ' Oh, me I ' she cries, whin she got 

her sinses back, *me husband'U see 

th' blood, an' that'll be th' ind iv me, 

f 'r he's a vi'lent ma-an I ' " 
24 
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"Huh I." broke in Tommy, "why 
didn't she wash it off? " 

"Twas a fa-ast color, warranted 
niver to fa-ade," explained Norah. 
"Ye've hear-rd iv thim colors, 
haven't ye?" 

"Of course we have," said Ethel. 
" The pink dress that I never could 
wear again after it came out of the 
wash was that kind — the storekeeper 
said it was." 

" Well, this blood was a fa-ast color, 
not iv the shtorekeeper kind," asserted 
Norah, " an' it w'u'dn't wash out, so 
Fatima was caught." 

" I should think," suggested Jessie, 
" that she might have run away." 

" She was that worried she didn't 
think iv it," said Norah. 

" She could have told Blue Beard 
she'd had a nose-bleed," said Carl. 
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"She thought iv that," admitted 
Norah, " but 'tw'u'd be a lie ; * an' if 
I tell a lie/ she says to herself, 'I 
niver can be th' heroine iv a fine 
shtory.' So th' ma-an iv th' pink 
whiskers " 

" Blue," corrected Ethel. 

" Most iv th' time they were blue," 
Norah explained, '^ but whin he got 
mad they were pink, takin' on th' 
color iv his timper. An' he was so 
mad now that he told his wife he'd 
kill her an' put her with th' others. 

" ' Wait I ' she says ; f 'r she had two 

fightin' brothers comin' to see her, an' 

she knew if they got afther Blue 

Beard 'tw'u'd be all up with him. 

Wan wa-ay an' another she kept him 

waitin' f 'r half a da-ay. Fir-rst 'twas 

her back hair comin' down, so that 

she didn't luk fit to die ; thin 'twas 
26 
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nicissary to put on some old clo'es 
that w'u'dn't be shpoilt; next she'd 
f 'rgot wan iv her prayers ; an' all th' 
time her sisther Anne was lookin' out 
iv th' windy. 

" ' D'ye see thim ? ' says Fatima 
twinty times. 

" ' I'm not sure,' says th' sisther th' 
la-ast time. ' Somethin' is comin' up 
th' r-road, but it luks like geese.' 

" ' It must be thim,' says Fatima, 
she knowin' somethin' iv min ; an' it 
tur-rned out she was r-right. 

"Iv coorse they killed th' ba-ad 
ma-an," continued the nurse, " but 'tis 
so common a thing in shtories I'd be 
wastin' me time tellin' iv it. An' iv 
coorse th' widdy an' her fam'ly di- 
vided up the money she'd married to 
get. 'Tis a wa-ay they ha-ave iv doin' 
yet." 

27 
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"Is there a moral to the story?" 
asked dreamy Jessie, doubtfully. 

" A lot iv thim/' answered Norah. 
" There's a moral f r ivery wan, from 
a little gir-rl to a fine woman." 

" And for boys ? " inquired Carl. 

" F'r sure," replied Norah, looking 
at him meaningly. " Whin ye're told 
ye can ha-ave a piece iv pie, don't be 
r-reachin' f 'r the cake with th' other 
hand, or ye may get ye-er knuckle 
r-rapped an' lose th' pie. 'Tis not 
ivery wan that has brothers come at 
th' r-right time." 



28 
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CINDERELLA 

'LL tell ye iv Cind'riUa/' said 
Nurse Norah when the chil- 
dren had gathered about her 
expectantly. 

" Go on," said the children. 

"Well," began Norah, "iv coorse 
ye know iv th' two ba-ad sisthers with 
th' laces an' th' silks an' th' di'monds 
an' th' faces that were so homely they 
hur-rt, an' iv coorse ye know iv th' 
little gir-rl that sat be th' fireplace an' 
no wan iver looked at, she bein' pret- 
tier than anny wan in th' block." 

" But if she was so pretty," inter- 
rupted the dreamy Jessie, "I don't 
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see why no one ever looked at her. 
The book doesn't explain that." 

"No," replied Norah ; "th' lazy 
felly that wr-rote th' book left that 
out. Ye see, sittin' be th' fireplace all 
th' time, an' dumpin' th' ashes an' 
all that, her face was that dirty with 
soot an' things ye c'u'dn't see th' 
beauty." 

''Then it was her own fault that 
she had such a hard time," asserted 
Ethel. "Why didn't she wash her 
face, and show how pretty she was." 

" Because," answered Norah, point- 
edly, "she had no nur-rse to keep 
afther her an' ma-ake her do it. She 
niver w'u'd have had anny attintion 
at all if it hadn't been f 'r her fairy 
godmother. Ye see, a fairy is th' next 
best thing to a nur-rse, f 'r she knows 

what lies behind th' dirt an' th' 
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shmoke, only she's that busy she can^t 
keep afther wan little gir-rl all th' 
time. Well, iv coorse ye know th' 
king gave a ball f 'r th' prince, an' in- 
vited th' two sisthers, an' thin th' 
fairy godmother dhropped in to see 
Cind'riUa. 

"*WVd ye like to go?' says th' 
fairy. 

"'How can I,' says Cind'rilla, 
' whin I've nothin' to wear? ' 

" ' Nothin' to wear,' says th' fairy. 
' Go luk at ye-ersilf in th' gla-ass.' 

"With that she waved her wand 
an' Cind'rilla was all dressed f r th' 
party." 

"How splendid!" exclaimed Jes- 
sie, as she thought of her own troubles 
in getting ready for a party. " I wish 
there were fairies these days." 

"Well," Norah went on, ignoring 
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this remark, "th' fairy called fr a 
punkin, an' tur-rned it into a coach, 
an' thin she tur-rned six mice into 
horses, an' a ra-at f r a coachman, an' 
six lizards fr footmin, an' awa-ay 
wint Cind'rilla to th' ball." 

"Huh!" broke in Tommy, "you 
forgot about the fairy telling Cinder- 
ella at what time to come home." 

" Niver," retorted Norah, hotly, for 
she doesn't like to have her attention 
called to an oversight. "That's a 
mista-ake iv th' book. She niver said 
a wor-rd about it. F'r why? Be- 
cause ivery little gir-rl is supposed to 
know whin 'tis time f'r her to go to 
bed, an' that there'll be throuble f'r 
her if she don't. A fairy w'u'dn't be 
botherin' her head with that, an' 
Cind'rilla didn't ha-ave to be told. 
She knew all about it, but she made 
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such a gr-reat sinsation she f'rgot 
about it. Th' prince was afther her 
all th' time. 

" ' Will ye/ he says, ' shake out a 
fut with me ? ' that bein' th' po-lite 
wa-ay iv askin' a gir-rl to da-ance in 
thim da-ays. *Ye're th' prettiest 
darlin' iv all/ he says. 

"'None iv ye-er blarney/ says 
Cind'rilla, knowin' a bit iv th' wa-ays 
iv min. 

" * Will ye ha-ave a bit iv ice an' a 
san'wich?' says th' prince whin th' 
da-ance is over. 

" ' I ha-ave no app'tite/ says Cind'- 
rilla ; * but I'll ha-ave a little iv th' 
ice an' a morsel iv salad be wa-ay iv 
keepin' ye comp'ny.' 

"'C'u'd I see ye home?' says th' 

prince afther a bit. 

" *Me chap'rone is waitin' f 'r me/ 
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gays Cind'rilla, knowin' 'tw'u'd niver 
do to let on she was all be her- 
silf. 

"'Tis a shtrange thing/ says th' 
prince, ' I niver ha-ave seen ye at our 
reglar Saturday night da-ances at th' 
palace/ he says. ' Are ye not in our 
set/ he says, ' or do ye live in another 
wa-ard ? ' 

" ' I'm only jist comin' out,' says 
Cind'rilla. 

" ' I'd like,' says the prince, ' f r to 
ta-ake ye in. I like ye-er shtyle,' he 
says, ' an' ye suit me all r-right.' 

" * Oh, prince ! ' cries Cind'rilla, all 
flustered, ' this is so sudden ! ' 

" ' Iv coorse,' says the prince ; ' 'tis 
always so. But, will ye marry me ? ' 

" Now," explained Norah, " ye see 

th' danger iv foolin' with th' serious 

things iv life. If Cind'rilla had been 
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quick to ta-ake him, 'tw'u'd 'ave been 
all r-right, but 'tis not a gir-rl's wa-ay 
to give in without a bit iv inj'yable 
urgin', an' while they were palaverin' 
an' he was thinkin' iv shtealin' wan 
kiss, th' clock began to shtrike, an' 
'twas time to be goin\ Oh, my ! th' 
time she made gettin' down th' shtairs 
was most surprisin', f 'r her fine clo'es 
began to tur-rn to rags." 

"Norah," interrupted the inquisi- 
tive Carl, "if her clothes began to 
turn to rags in the ball-room, how 
could she possibly get down-stairs to 
the street before it was noticed ? " 

"She shlid down th' bannisters," 
replied the ever-ready Norah. " An' 
that's how she lost her gla-ass shlip- 
per." 

" I don't see how she could dance 

in glass slippers," remarked Jessie. 
37 



Nv/rse NoraKa Up-tO'Daie Fairy Tales 

" Suppose somebody had stepped on 
her toe I " 

"No wan iver did that in thim 
da-ays," answered Norah, "an' iv 
coorse ye undershtand 'twas not a jig 
they da-anced, but a sort iv a glide 
thing. But, annyhow, th' prince 
found th' shlipper, an' he wint 
huntin' f r th' gir-rl that c'u'd wear 
it, an' not findin' her r-right awa-ay 
he invited ivery wan to th' palace to 
thry it on. 

" ' I'll marry th' wan that it fits,' he 
says." 

" But how could he know that it 
would fit only Cinderella?" asked 
Carl. 

"'Tis easy to know that," replied 

Norah, "in a fairy shtory; but ye 

sh'u'd 'ave seen th' way some iv thim 

thried f 'r to put it on. Whin it come 
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to wan iv th' ugly sisthers, she 

wor-rked over it f 'r tin minutes, an' 

thin she says, ' If I had a shoe-hor-m/ 

she says, * 'tw'u'd be all r-right.' An* 

th' other ugly sisther got a bit iv lard 

an' put it on th' heel iv her shtockin' 

to ma-ake it shlide in, but 'twas no 

use. But d'ye sup-pose they owned 

up 'twas too shmall ? Niver a bit. 

"*'Twas th' r-right size,' says th' 

sisther, *but 'tis not th' fash'nable 

sha-ape, an' so it won't go on. Put 

it on a la-ast,' she says, ' an' sha-ape it 

r-right, an' ye'U think 'twas made f r 

me.' Oh, th' women were th' same in 

thim da-ays that they are now, an' 

there was only wan iv thim that had 

th' r-rights iv it. She looked at her 

fut, an' she looked at th' shlipper, an' 

thin she says, ' I wish I was a Chiny 

gir-rl,' she says." 
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" I never heard that before," said 
Ethel. 

"Iv coorse not," returned Norah, 
complacently. " Ye niver hear-rd th' 
whole of th' shtory before. But, 
annyhow, no wan c'u'd put on th' 
shlipper till Cind'-rilla came trapsein' 
along an' said she'd have a thry at it. 

" ' Luk at her, in thim old clo'es I ' 
cries wan iv th' sisthers. 
. " ' What's th' clo'es got to do with 
th' size iv me foot ? ' says Cind'rilla, 
she bein' quick with her tongue from 
talkin' back to th' tradesmin that 
deliver goods at th' back door. ' D'ye 
think,' she says, * that r-rags will give 
ye th' size iv th' shoe ? ' 

" With that she puts on th' shlip- 
per, an' pulls th' other wan from her 
pocket, an' " 

" Wait I " cried Tommy suddenly. 
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"When all her fine clothes were 
turned back to rags at the ball, how 
did the slippers happen to be left ? " 

" The fairy must have forgotten the 
slippers," suggested Ethel. 

" A fairy niver f 'rgets anny thing," 
announced Norah, " but she niver does 
annything to shpoil a shtory, an' this 
wan w'u'dn't be wor-rth th' tellin' if it 
wasn't f'r th' shlippers. W'u'd it, 
now?" 

" No-o," admitted Ethel. 

" Well, don't ye iver be thinkin' ye 
know more than a fairy does about 
th' r-right wa-ay iv doin' things," said 
Norah. 

" Fairies," commented Jessie, 
thoughtfully, " must be very quick." 

"They are," said Norah. "But 

niver mind that," she went on. 

" D'ye see th' moral ? " 
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"Have a small foot," announced 
Ethel promptly. 

" Don't forget when it's bedtime," 
suggested Carl. 

" Be kind to dumb animals, espe- 
cially rats and mice and lizards," said 
Jessie. 

"Be a prince," asserted Tommy. 
" No one else could have found Cin- 
derella again." 

ButNorah shook her head. 

"Be sure what ye wa-ant," she 
said, "an' thin don't be makin' 
throuble f'r ye-erself be backin' 
awa-ay whin ye can get it, jist to see 
if it'll come afther ye." 
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RED RIDING-HOOD 

O the great regret not only of 
the children, but also of Mr. 
and Mrs. Merrill and some of 
their intimate friends, Norah the 
nurse had abandoned her delight- 
fully original versions of the old tales 
after telling about Cinderella. The 
reason was that Mr. Merrill had 
laughed somewhat too boisterously 
at the conclusion of the last tale, 
thus betraying his presence in the 
adjoining room, and later had been 
heard explaining them with much 
laughter. 

"Ye see," she explained, "I'm 

willin' to be th' author iv a comic 
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shtory, but 'tis annoyin' to be wan iv 
thim cartoons." 

" What's a cartoon ? " demanded 
Carl promptly. 

" A cartoon," answered Norah, " is 
th' pictoryal art iv makin' wan person 
mad, while ye make ivery wan ilse 
laugh. 'Tis a mane thing said in a 
funny wa-ay without wor-rds. D'ye 
undershtand ? " 

" No," replied Ethel bewildered. 

"I do," asserted Tommy Singer, 
confidently. "I've drawn them on 
my slate at school." 

" R-right," said Norah. " Th' begin- 

nin' iv th' cartoon is a man iv shtraight 

lines an' sharp corners an' a big nose 

an' th' wor-rds 'This is the wa-ay 

Freddie luks' put undher it. Thin 

Freddie's mad, an' th' madder he is, 

th' funnier ivery wan ilse thinks th' 
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cartoon is. 'Tie a gr-reat game — f 'r 
th' artist." 

" Well, tell us about Red Riding- 
Hood, anyway," urged Jessie Corwin. 

" Yes, do I " pleaded the others. 

Norah opened the door to the ad- 
joining room, and looked in. The 
room was vacant. She left the door 
open, and resumed her seat. 

" If I iver hear ye-er father laughin' 
at this shtory," she cautioned, " 'tis 
th' last I'll tell ye." She settled her- 
self comfortably, while the children 
gathered about her. 

" Wanst upon a time," she began, 
" there was a gran'mother." 

"You mean a little girl, don't 
you ? " interrupted Tommy. 

" Am I tellin' th' shtory or am I 

not?" demanded Norah. 

" But the book " urged Tomimy, 
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" 'Tis wr-rong," interrupted Norah. 
"'Tis lackin' in sinse, an' begins at 
th' wr-rong pla-ace. Ye must know 
more iv th' grandmother so's ye can un- 
dhershtand th' doin's iv th' mother." 

"Was she a fairy grandmother?" 
asked Carl. 

"Iv coorse not. D'ye suppose a 
fairy gran'mother w'u'd I'ave a wolf 
come it over her ? " 

" I thought all grandmothers were 
fairies in the ' once-upon-a-time ' 
days," suggested dreamy Jessie. 

"Most iv thim were," explained 
Norah, " but this wan was not." 

" Why not ? " inquired Carl. 

" F'r th' reason," said Norah, and 
then paused, troubled. " F'r th' rea- 
son," she repeated a moment later, 
the light of inspiration shining in 

her eyes, " that if she was a fairy she 
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c'u'dn't be sick, an' if she wasn't sick 
th' gir-rl w'u'dn't ha-ave had to go 
to her, an' if th' gir-rl didn't go to 
her there'd be niver a shtory to tell. ' 
How c'u'd there be a shtory if Little 
R-red Ridin'-Hood didn't go chasin' 
out afther her gran'mother ? " 

"Norah is quite right," put in 
Ethel. " This grandmother just sim- 
ply couldn't be a fairy. You ought 
to be able to understand that. Go 
on, Norah." 

"Wanst upon a time," repeated 
Norah, "there was a gran'mother 
with slathers of money " 

"The book doesn't say anything 
about money," broke in Tommy. 

"Will ye I'ave me tell th' shtory," 

demanded Norah. "I tol' ye wanst 

'tis where th' book is lackin'. Ye 

ha-ave f'r to ha-ave a reason f'r 
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iverything in this wor-rld, an' whin 
th' folks is sindin' butther an' cakes 
an' things to a gran'mother livin' in 
th' woods, that has only a bit iv a 
cold in th' head, 'tis a sure sign iv 
money. Be shtill now till I finish. 

" * I hear,' says R-red Ridin'-Hood's 
mother, 'that ye-er gran'mother on 
ye-er father's side is not feelin' well, 
an' I'd like ye to take her a pat iv 
butther an' a bit iv cake ' " 

" Butter and cake are not good for 
sick people," suggested Jessie. 

"Iv coorse not," admitted Norah; 
" but did ye iver know iv anny wan 
havin' sinse enough to sind a sick 
person what's good f'r thim to eat? 
Niver. Whin ye hear that a fri'nd is 
laid up, ye're that sorry f'r her that 
ye sind over a bit iv fruit-cake an' 

some pie an' jam an' pickles an' candy 
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an' puddin'. 'Tis always th' wa-ay. 
So Erred Ridin'-Hood wint off with 
th' butther an' cake, an' afther a bit 
she met a wolf, an' shtopped to pass 
th' time iv day with him." 

"A wolf can't talk," broke in 
Tommy Singer, decidedly. 

" Did ye iver thry to pass th' time 
iv day with wan ? " asked Norah. 

" No," replied Tommy, 

"Did ye iver ask a quistion iv 
wan?" 

" No." 

" Did ye iver give wan anny kind 
iv a chanst to talk ? " 

" No." 

" Thin how d'ye know ? " demanded 

Norah, triumphantly. "Annyway," 

she continued, " this wan talked, bein' 

a shtory-book wolf, an' he fixed up a 

r-race with th' gir-rl whin he found 
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where she was goin', an' he beat her 
there." 

"And ate up the grandmother/' 
prompted Tommy. 

"He did not," retorted Norah, 
warmly, for Norah disliked to have 
any part of her stories told by an- 
other, and furthermore rather objected 
to the introduction of unpleasant fea- 
tures. She could see no use in kill- 
ing the grandmother, and Tommy's 
interruption made her the more de- 
termined not to do it. 

" He didn't ! " repeated Tommy, in 
astonishment. 

"Niver!" asserted Norah. ,"Th' 
fellies that writes thim fool books are 
always makin' blundhers." 

" He was hungry, wasn't he ? " in- 
sisted Tommy. 

" Iv coorse." 
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" Then why didn't he eat her, as 
the book says ? " 

The other children looked startled. 
It really did seem as if Tommy had 
got Norah in a tight place, and it 
would be like the fall of an idol for 
her to fail to carry her point and give 
a satisfactory reason for it. But she 
was ready. 

" 'Twas Lint," she explained, " an' 
he c'u'dn't." 

" Why, of course," said Ethel, with 
a sigh of relief. "That explains 
everything. It was Lent, and he was 
fasting." 

"F'r sure," said Norah. "So he 
pushed her over behind th' bed, an' 
climbed in himsilf." 

"Why didn't she scream?" asked 

Carl. 

" Hear th' boy I " exclaimed Norah, 
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while debating this question. " ' Why 
didn't she shcream?' he says, an' she 
knowin' if she made a sound 'tw'u'd 
be like to make him f 'rget 'twas Lint. 
Ye niver can ta-ake a chanst with th' 
mim'ry iv a wolf. An', besides," as 
another idea occurred to her, "she 
was frightened sinseless. So she 
lay there, an' afther a bit R-red 
Ridin'-Hood came to th' door an' 
knocked. 

" * Come in,' says th' wolf. 

" * Are ye there ? ' says R-red Ridin'- 
Hood. 

"'D'ye think it's a phonygraft 
talkin'?' says th' wolf. 'Iv coorse 
I'm here.' " 

"There weren't any phonographs 

in those days," asserted Tommy the 

troublesome. 

" Mebbe not," admitted Norah, " but 
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a talkin' wolf is that wise that he 
knows iv things that's comin' later. 
So he tor her to come in," the nurse 
went on hastily, to avoid discussing 
the point, "an' in she wint an' put 
th' things down be th' bed, an' she 
says, * Mother was comin' hersilf, only 
'tis ironin'-day, bein' Tuesday, an' she 
c'u'dn't get away, but she hopes ye-er 
rheumatics is betther.' " 

" You said she only had a cold," as- 
serted Carl. 

" With ol' people," explained Norah, 
"rheumatics is undhershtood. She 
had th' cold, too." 

"Didn't Red Riding-Hood say, 
'What a great long nose you've 
got ' ? " asked Jessie. 

"She niver saw th' nose," said 

Norah. "What kind iv a fool iv a 

gir-rl d'ye think she wbb that she 
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c'u'dn't tell th' nose iv a wolf from 
th' nose iv a grandmother, if she saw 
it wanst? I'm tellin' ye iv a br-right 
gir-rl — ^let them that likes th' sinseless 
kind talk iv noses. She niver saw it 
at all until th' wolf made a jump 
f 'r her, an' r-run into a pitchfork in 
th' ha-ands iv her father." 

" How did he happen to be there ? " 
asked Carl. 

"He had to be there," answered 
Ethel, who had not forgotten previous 
explanations of similar obscure points. 
" It would spoil the story not to have 
him there." 

"R-right," said Norah, approv- 
ingly ; " an' he killed th' wolf, an' th' 
gran'mother was so gr-rateful she gave 
him half iv her slathers iv money an' 
wint to live with him, an' all were 

happy iver aftherwards." 
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" Why didn't she give him all of 
her money ? " asked Carl. 

"I'm not sure iv that," replied 
Norah, " f 'r I don't know th' kind iv 
people th' R-red Ridin'-Hoods were ; 
but 'tis most likely she kept thim 
waitin' f 'r th' other half so's to make 
sure iv havin' good care while she 
was livin'. 'Tis not always nicissary, 
but 'tis th' wise wa-ay." 

"What's the moral?" inquired 
Ethel. 

" Hunt f 'r it," advised Norah. 

" I don't know how," insisted Ethel. 

"Hunt f'r it," repeated Norah, 

" whin ye shtop to pla-ay shkip-rope 

on th' way to shchool, an' if ye find it 

th' teacher will not be afther sindin' 

a note home to say that ye're tardy. 

Niver palaver with th' wolf whin 

ye're goin' anny where," 
55 



NuTte Norah^s UjhUhDate Fairy Tales 

" But a jumping-rope is not a wolf," 
asserted Ethel. 

" Tis a good imitation iv th' shtory- 
book wolf," said Norah, with a wise 
shake of her head. 
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V 
PUSS IN BOOTS 

'LL tell ye/' said Norah the 
nurse, " a shtory iv th' days 
whin cats c'u'd talk." 

"When was that?'' asked Carl 
Merrill. 

Norah gave him a look of pained 
surprise. 

" To think," she said, " ye sh'u'd 
ask me whin ye sh'u'd know it ye-er- 
silf. Don't ye ray-mimber what I've 
been tellin' ye?" 

" I know," broke in Ethel Merrill. 
" It is ' once upon a time.' " 

"Iv coorse," returned Norah, giv- 
ing Ethel an approving glance. " I 

thought be this time ye all knew 
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that, but 'tis plain ye f 'rget. Well, 
in th' days whin cats c'u'd talk, a 
poor felly was lift with niver a thing 
between him an' shtarvation but a 
cat." 

" I don't see why he couldn't go to 
work and earn a living," commented * 
Jessie Corwin, dreamily. 

"'Twas not th' custhom iv th' 
time," explained Norah. " In a fairy 
shtory ye niver hear iv anny wan 
wor-rkin' excipt th' poor wood-chop- 
per; an' th' lad, not bein' a wood- 
chopper, had to make his livin' off 
th' cat. I think 'twas onlawful f 'r 
anny wan ilse to wor-rk, but anny- 
how ye niver r-read iv wan iv th' 
poor lads thryin' it. Howiver, 'twas 
not so bad as it lukked, f 'r all th' cat 
wanted was a pair iv boots to be able 

to take care iv th' two iv thim." 
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" Why should the cat want boots? " 
demanded Carl. 

"Don't ye know that?" asked 
Norahy just to gain time. 

"I tried to put a pair of doll's 
shoes on our cat once," asserted 
Tommy, "and she didn't like it a 
bit." 

"Iv coorse not," said Norah, with 
calm superiority, "an' I'll tell ye 
why. She's not a talkin' cat. If 
she'd been wan iv th' talkin kind 
she'd ask ye f 'r boots. Whin ye find 
a cat that can talk an' won't wear 
boots, 'twill be time f 'r ye to doubt 
th' shtory I'm tellin' ye. Well, this 
cat got th' boots, an' thin he caught a 
rabbit an' tuk it to th' king, sayin' it 
was from th' Earl iv Killarney." 

"The Marquis of Carabas," cor- 
rected Jessie. 
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"Am I tellin' th' shtory or are 
you ? " demanded Norah. 

" You are, of course," Ethel hastily 
interposed. 

" Well, whin I'm tellin' th' shtory," 
said Norah, " I'll have a na-ame that 
will fit on me tongue. As a matther 
iv fact, th' thrue na-ame is Killarney, 
an' th' Ca-ra-ra-ra — bad luck to it I — 
is wan iv th' evil ray-silts iv th' Span- 
ish War. Annyhow, 'twas th' Earl 
of Killarney that th' cat said, an' th' 
king was so pleased he said, ' Come 
again.' Ye see, 'tis th' wa-ay iv th' 
wor-rld to give to thim that has, an' 
a king has iverything excipt peace iv 
mind, so that's th' only thing no wan 
iver thries to give him." 

" That's all new," asserted Tommy, 

somewhat bewildered. 

" Iv coorse," returned Norah. " Th' 
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thruth is always new. But I'll come 
back to th' shtory. A few days 
afther, th' cat caught two bir-rds an' 
tuk thim to th' king." 

"It's a good thing," commented 
Jessie, thoughtfully, "that talking 
cats don't wear gloves as well as 
boots." 

" F'r why ? " demanded Norah. 

"They couldn't catch birds with 
gloves," answered Jessie. 

" How bright ye are 1 " said Norah. 
" That's why they don't wear thim, 
iv coorse. I meant to tell ye that, an' 
I f rgot." 

" Go on, Norah," urged Ethel. 

" Bein' now on good ter-rms with th' 
king," Norah went on, "th' cat was 
f r takin' his masther to th' palace. 

" ' But me clo'es I ' says th' Earl of 

Killamey. 
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"*Fr sure/ says th' cat. 'They 
don't fit/ 

" ' Tis th' materyal, an' not th' fit,' 
says th' Earl. 

"*Brright ye are!' says th' cat. 
*Th' materyal don't fit ye-er new 
na-ame.' " 

" But why did he have to have a 
new name ? " asked Carl. " Why did 
he have to be an earl ? " 

" Because," answered Norah, "there's 
a gir-rl in th' case, an' ye'll come to 
her afther th' shwim. Ye see, th' cat 
made him go in shwimmin' whin th' 
king was comin' that wa-ay, an' thin 
hid his clo'es, an' told th' king they 
were shtolen." 

" That was a lie," asserted Tommy, 
" and heroes don't lie." 

"No," admitted Norah, "but cats 

do. Ye see, 'twas all along iv th' do- 
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in's iv that shmart and disgr-raceful 
cat. Well, thin th' cat came to th' 
castle where th' ogre lived 

" * I hear/ says th' cat to th' ogre, 
* that ye can tur-rn ye-ersilf into an 
animal/ 

" * Watch me,' says th' ogre ; an' he 
made a lion iv himsilf." 

"I've wondered," remarked Jessie, 
" why the lion didn't kill the cat." 

"I'm glad ye shpoke iv it," re- 
turned Norah. " 'Tis a thing th' felly 
that wrote th' book f rgot, but I'll tell 
ye why. Th' cat wint up th' old-gold 
curtains hangin' in th' door, jumped 
f r a picture close to th' ceilin', an' he 
was peekin' over th' top iv th' frame 
befoor th' lion had time to gr-rowl. 

" ' Come down I ' says th' lion. 

"*Me fut's caught,' says th' cat. 

' Can ye ma-ake a mouse iv ye-ersilf? ' 
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" ' I can/ says th' lion. ' Is ye-er 
futshtill caught?' 

"'It is/ says th' cat. Thin th* 
foolish ogre tur-rned himsilf into a 
mouse, an' with th' cry, 'Me fut's 
loose/ th' cat gave wan shpring that 
finished th' ogre." 

"I'm awfully glad/' said Ethel, 
"that you explained about the cat's 
foot being caught. It always seemed 
to me such a foolish thing for the ogre 
to make a mouse of himself when 
there was a cat in the room, but now 
I understand it/' 

" Iv coorse," Norah agreed, with 

gratified vanity; "'twas a bit iv 

shtrategy on th' part iv th' cat. An' 

havin' won, she tuk possession iv th' 

castle in th' na-ame iv th' Earl of 

Killamey, an' wint out to meet th' 

king. Well, th' king was already 
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thinkin' what a fine thing 'tw'u'd be 
to ha-ave all these eshtates added to 
th' kingdom, an' he'd sint f'r th' 
princiss. Ye see, he was a modern 
ma-an, although he lived in 'wanst 
upon a time.' In th' old days they 
had a wa-ay iv gittin' what they 
wanted be fightin', but afther a bit 
they found 'twas easier to do it be 
marryin', an' 'twas a lift to th' gir-rls 
to win what th' min c'u'dn't get." 

" But he was king of a big country, 
wasn't he ? " asked Carl. 

" F'r sure," answered Norah. 

" Then why should he be so anxious 
to have any more? " 

" I'll tell ye," said Norah, confiden- 
tially. "'Twas to put taxes on it. 
There niver was a king that wasn't 
lukkin' f'r a new place to put taxes." 

" What are taxes ? " asked Jessie. 
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"Taxes," replied Norah, whose 
ideas of govemment were rather hazy, 
"are th' pinalty ye pa-ay f'r bein' 
bossed." 

" Of course the princess married the 
Marquis of Carabas," suggested Ethel. 
Whereupon the nurse gazed at her 
with admiration. 

" How can ye say that ? " she asked. 
"Tis a niver-endin' 'ra-ra' to me. 
But ye're r-right. She married him, 
an' th' moral iv this is " 

"What?" afiked all the children, 
as Norah paused. 

" Ye niver can tell whether or not 
ye're in luck ontil ye've made th' bist 
iv what ye ha-ave." 
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THE FIEST DAY 

ORAH, the nurse, had been 

thinking. The children still 

wanted stories, and Norah 

was willing to supply them. 

"While ye're tellin' shtories," she 

said to herself, " ye ha-ave a peaceful 

mind, f 'r 'tis not so ha-ard to talk as 

to be chasin' afther th' childhern all 

th* time to find out what they're 
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doin'. Ye might sa-ay ye ha-ave thim 
tied up." 

But the nursery tales had become 
something of a strain on Norah's im- 
agination. To her mind, they were 
mere outlines, requiring the invention 
of so much of detail that it became 
too much like work. She wanted a 
larger and richer field, and one day 
she happened to pick up The Arabian 
Nights. She never had read them be- 
fore, and they appealed to her strongly. 
She had read only a few pages when 
she began to laugh. 

"Ill ha-ave thim cra-azy," she 
chuckled. " Tis like th' shtories I've 
r-read in th' pa-apers." 

" * I ha-ave ye now,' says th' ba-ad 

man iv th' pa-aper shtory. * Surrin- 

der, f 'r th' woods is full iv me min- 

yons.' 
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" ' Niver I ' cries th' hero, ' I'll die 
like a ma-an ! ' he says. 

" ' Thin die I ' says th' ba-ad man. 

"'Continued next week/ says th' 
la-ad that's writin' iv th' shtory, an' 
there ye are." 

Norah went on with the book and 
also with her chuckling. She had 
found, she believed, the original con- 
tinued story, and she could put it to 
excellent use. One tale ran into an- 
other in such a way that there would 
be no end, and she could stop where 
she pleased. In fact, no matter where 
she stopped, she was sure to leave the 
children anxious and excited and only 
too willing to come to her for the con- 
tinuation. 

Carl and Ethel Merrill, Tommy 

Singer, and Jessie Corwin made haste 

to join Norah in the nursery when 
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she told them she had something 
new, and this time there were no 
eaves-droppers. Norah had served 
notice on Mrs. Merrill, respectfully, 
but with the firmness of an old serv- 
ant, that there would be no stories at 
all if the older people would not 
promise to keep away. 

"A joke's a joke," she said, "an' I 
like a joke, but I don't like to be 



wan." 



Rather than annoy the faithful 
nurse, Mrs. Merrill promised that she 
should have the children entirely 
to herself, and Norah began her 
tale with enthusiasm and a light 
heart. 

"I'm goin' to tell ye," she an- 
nounced, " iv Ali Baba an' th' Forty 
Thieves, but 'tis a long shtory an' ye 

mustn't be afther hurryin' me." 
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" Why, it isn't very long/' asserted 
Tommy Singer, 

"Ye think bo," said Norah, "be- 
cause ye niver hear-rd it all. Th' 
wan that's been tellin' it to ye br-roke 
in at th' middle or near th' ind, with- 
out tellin' ye how it came to be told, 
but 'tis me intintion to give ye th' 
whole iv it." 

The children willingly promised to 
leave all to Norah, and she began the 
tale that gave them many surprises. 

" The Sooltan iv Persia," she said, 
" wanst made a vow that he'd ha-ave 
a new wife ivery night, an' kill her in 
th' mornin'." 

" Why ? " asked Carl Merrill. 

"Well," replied the resourceful 

Norah, "th' women iv thim days 

were exthravagant — ^iv thim days, 

mind ye; 'tis diff'rint now — an' be 
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killin' a wife in th' mornin' she had 
niver a chanst to go shoppin'. But 
'tis a plan that niver w'u'd do f'r 
anny wan ilse. Ye see, he bein' th' 
Sooltan, iverything was his, an' whin 
he counted up there was more women 
than money, so he says, ' I'll watch 
out f 'r what's hardest to get,' an' he 
watched out f r th' money. But, iv 
coorse, th' gir-rls didn't like it at all, 
niver even havin' a chanst f 'r an ' at 
home ' day afther th' weddin', an' they 
kep' wondherin' how they c'u'd shtop 
it Whiniver a bride wint up th' 
aisle, 'twas not surpr-risin' that ivery 
wan sh'u'd say, 'How pale she is!' 
an' th' habit shticks to thim yet. 
Well, fin'ly, th' daughther iv th' Gran' 

Viz-yer fixed up a fine scheme " 

"What was her name?" asked 

Jessie Corwin. 
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Norah looked at her reproachfully, 
and then took a slip of paper from 
her pocket. 

"I was ixpectin' that, an' I'm 
r-ready f 'r ye," she said. " I'll shpell 
it. Her na-ame was S-c-h-e-h-e-r-a- 
z-a-d-e." 

" Oh I " said the children. 

"Do ye know now?" demanded 
the nurse. 

"Go on, Norah," said the chil- 
dren. 

Norah chuckled over her victory 
and continued. 

" This gir-rl," she explained, " told 
her father she was willin' to marry 
th' Sooltan." 

" ' 'Twill be th' death iv ye,' says 
th' father. 

" * 'Tis wor-rth dyin' to be a Sool- 

tana f 'r a da-ay,' says th' gir-rl, from 
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which yell see that gir-rls now are a 
good bit alike. 

"*But this wan-a-day thing/ th' 
father says, ' is makin' Sooltanas com- 
mon. 'Tis no longer an honor.' 

" ' R-rank/ says th' gir-rl, ' is niver 
common. An' besides I ha-ave a 
plan.' 

" So she was married to th' Sooltan, 
an' her mother cried in th' church, 
like mothers ha-ave been doin' iver 
since, an' th' father lukked glum, 
an' th' ushers were worried, an' th' 
br-ridesmaids were th' only happy 
wans. 'Twas th' sa-ame as now, an' 
whin th' br-ride an' groom dhrove 
awa-ay, th' gossips shook their heads 
an' said : ^ 'Tis a gr-reat ca-atch, if 
only she can ray-form him. There's 
nothin' wr-rong with him ixcept wan 

ba-ad habit.' Ye see, there has been 
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little change in th' gossips in all 
th' da-ays that ha-ave passed since 
thin." 

" How long is that, Norah ? " asked 
Carl Merrill. 

" How long is that I " repeated the 
nurse, while gathering her thoughts, 
with a view to upholding her reputa- 
tion for knowing all the details. 

"Yes," put in Tommy Singer, 
"there ought to be a date to every 
kind of a story except a fairy story. 
When did this happen ? " 

"Oh, whin did it happen!" re- 
peated Nora again, at the same time 
again producing the slip of paper on 
which she had made her notes. " Ye 
always wa-ant to know thim thriflin' 
things. Well, 111 tell ye. It hap- 
pened in th' days iv — ^in th' days iv 
— ^well, I'll sphell it f 'r ye. 'Twas in 
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th' days iv C-a-l-i-p-h-H-a-r-o-u-n-a-1- 
R-a-s-c-h-i-d." 

" Oh ! '' said the children. 

"He was a gr-reat king," added 
Norah. " 'Tis a wondher ye niver 
hear-rd iv him in ye-er histh'ry 
lessons." 

" Go on, Norah," said the children. 

"Well," continued Norah, "in th' 
mornin' th' Sooltana waked up th' 
Sooltan be her laughin'. 

" * Do ye find it amusin' that ye're 
goin' out to lose ye-er head ? ' says th' 
Sooltan, he bein' as cross as anny 
other ma-an whin he's waked up. 

"'I was thinkin' iv a shtrange 
shtory,' says the gir-rl. 

" ' What is it? ' says th' crool man. 

"''Tis th' shtory iv a merchant,' 
says th' gir-rl, * who met a ge-ni on th' 

r-road/ " 
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"What's that?" asked Jessie Cor- 
win. 

"A ge-ni," explained Norah, "is 
th' combination iv a bad fairy an' a 
magician an' a giant^ only wor-rse, an' 
this wan was tin feet high an' had a 
sword six feet long. But don't ye be 
botherin' me or ye'U ma-ake me lose 
me pla-ace. 'Tis not my shtory ; 'tis 
th' shtory th' gir-rl was tellin' th' 
Sooltan. 'Th' ge-ni,' says th' gir-rl, 
' was in a towerin' r-rage, an' 'twas th' 
towerin' nature iv his r-rage that made 
him so tall. 

" * " I'm goin' to kill ye," says th' 
ge-ni. 

" * " F'r why ? " says th' merchant. 

" ' " Ye killed me son," says th' ge-ni. 

" * " I niver saw him," says th' mer- 
chant. 

"*"Iv coorse not," says th' ge-nL 
79 



Nurse Norah^s Up-to-Dale Fairy Tales 

" He's invisible ; but ye hit him with 
a r-rock, an' he's dead. Lie down 
while I cut ye-er head off." 

" ' " Why sh'u'd I ? " asks th' mer- 
chant. 

*' * " Because," says th' ge-ni, " if ye 
lie down ye'U not have so fa-ar to fall 
whin I kill ye." 

" ' Th' merchant, seein' th' r-rights 
iv this, wint down on his knees, an' 
th' ge-ni r-raised his sword, an' 
thin '" 

" Well ? " cried the children breath- 
lessly, as the nurse paused. 

" Whin th' gir-rl got that far," ex- 
plained Nora, "th' clock shtruck th' 
time f 'r her to be taken out to die, 
an' iv coorse she shtopped. 

" ' Did he kill th' merchant? ' asks 

th' Sooltan. 

""Tis me r-rule,' says th' gir-rl, 
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' niver to talk afther me reg'lar dyin* 
time in th' mornin'. If I'm livin' 
to-morry I'll tell ye th' rist iv th' 
shtory.' 

"'I'll not ha-ave ye die/ says th' 
Sooltan, ' till I hear what's comin'.' " 

Nora stopped short. 

" Go on ! " urged the children, 

" Th' Sooltan," said Norah, " had to 
wait till th' day afther to find out 
what happened to th' merchant, an' I 
hope ye don't think ye're gr-reater 
than a Sooltan. ' To-morry,' says th' 
Sooltana, th' wise gir-rl. * To-morry,' 
says th' wise nur-rse also." 

There was a moment of silence, 
during which the children looked 
reproachfully at the nurse, who only 
chuckled. Then Tommy Singer spoke 
up. 

*' You said," he announced, " that 
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you were going to tell us the story of 
Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves." 

"That's what I'm doin'," asserted 
Norah blandly, " but I'm beginnin' at 
th' beginnin'. 'Tis all a part iv th' 
sa-ame shtory." 
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THE SECOND DAY 

The children assembled in the nur- 
sery ahead of time to hear the con- 
tinuation of Nurse Norah's story. In 
facty they had found it difficult to 
wait until the hour that Norah reg- 
ularly gave to these recitals, so anx- 
ous were they to learn what happened 
to the merchant when the genie raised 
his great sword to strike. 

"Now," cried Tommy Singer, 
" we're coming to Ali Baba and the 
Forty Thieves." 

"We're comin' to it," admitted 
Norah. 

"Good I" exclaimed Carl Merrill. 

" I want to hear that too." 
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"We're comin' to it," repeated 
Norah. 

"But what happened to the mer- 
chant?" asked Jessie Corwin, the 
sympathetic. 

" That's right, Norah," put in Ethel 
Merrill. " You must finish with the 
merchant first." 

"Iv coorse," said Norah. "We 
can't get to th' Forty Thieves till we 
come to thim, an' th' merchant's in 
th' wa-ay. But I want ye to mind 
wan thing, so ye'U not get mixed." 

" What is it? " demanded the chil- 
dren. 

" 'Tis not me own shtory. I'm only 
tellin' ye what th' daughter iv th' 
Gran' Viz-yer told th' Sooltan. 'Tis 
th' gir-rl that's doin' th' talkin', an' 
whin th' time come she wint on like 

this, th' Sooltan being crazy to hear. 
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" ' Whin th' ge-ni r-raised his sword 
some min came singin' down th' r-road. 

" ' " What's this? " cries wan iv th' 
min. 

" ' " Tis me finish," says th' mer- 
chant. 

" ' " Ye're in a ha-ard wa-ay/' says 
th' ma-an. " Ye ma-ake me think iv 
a fri'nd iv mine, a felly be th' na-ame 
iv Aladdin." 

" ' " Can't ye see we're busy ? " yells 
th' ge-ni. "Ha-ave ye no manners 
that ye br-reak in on a privit aflair ? " 

" ' " I can't help it," says th' ma-an. 
" Aladdin was in a wor-rse fix, an' he 
got out." 

" ' " He c'u'dn't," says th' ge-ni, 

" ' " He did," says th' ma-an. 

"'"How?" says th' ge-ni. 

" ' " I'll tell ye," says th' ma-an.' " 

Here Norah paused for a moment 
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of reflection. It was necessary in 
order to get the tale straight in her 
own mind. 

"Now, don't ye get mixed," she 
cautioned at last. " 'Tis not me own 
shtory or th' gir-rPs shtory that I'm 
comin' to now.* I'm tellin' ye what 
th' gir-rl told th' Sooltan, an' th' 
gir-rl told th' Sooltan what th' ma-an 
that came down th' r-road told th' 
ge-ni. Ha-ave ye it clear in ye-er 
heads?" 

"It's puzzling," admitted Ethel 
Merrill. 

"If the Sultan waits to get it all 
untangled before he kills his wife," 
asserted Tommy Singer, " she'll never 
die." 

"R-right," admitted Norah. "That 

was her idee. But here's th' shtory 

th' ma-an told th' ge-ni : 
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" ' Aladdin was a poor boy.' 'Twas 
nicissary he sh'u'd be poor because he 
became a r-rich ma-an, an' ye niver 
hear iv anny but poor boys becomin' 
r-rich min. * An' he was a lazy boy 
too-'" 

" I'm glad of that," broke in Carl 
Merrill. 

" Now, don't ye go to gettin' wr-rong 
idees,". retorted Norah. "Ye can't 
get r-rich be bein' lazy. If ye c'u'd, 
Carl, ye'd ha-ave slathers an' slathers 
iv money r-right now. 'Twas bein' 
lazy got this lad into throuble, an' 
'twas th' throuble made him r-rich. 
Now don't ye ta-ake me away anny 
more from what th' ma-an said to th' 
ge-ni. 

"'Aladdin,' says th' ma-an, 'was 
loafin' whin along came an African 

magician, lukkin' f'r a felly that 
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w'u'dn't be missed to get some money 
f 'r him an' a magic lamp. Ye see, 
there was a shpell on him so he 
c'u'dn't do it himself, an' he tuk 
Aladdin along th' r-road to a secrit 
pla-ace. Thin he did some palaverin' 
an' talkin' to himsilf, an' a big r-rock 
that was lyin' on th' ground rolled 
awa-ay, leavin' a hole. 

"*"Go in," says th' magician, 
handin' him a r-ring, " an' take this 
r-ring along f r luck. Ye'll find di'- 
monds an' pearls an' r-rubies that 
ye can ha-ave f 'r ye-ersilf, but bring 
me th' lamp that's on the' brackit in 
th' fa-ar corner iv th' east r-room." 

"'So th' la-ad wint in an' found 
tons an' tons iv gold an' jew'lry an' 
a lamp, an' whin he was comin' out 
with his pockets full, th' magician 

says to him, " Hand me that lamp." 
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"^ " Fr why ? '' says Aladdin. 

"'"Niver mind," says th' magi- 
cian. 

" ' " Thin ye'll not get it," says Alad- 
din, he havin' no bringin' up at 
all. 

"'With that, th' magician, bein' 
mad, shlams down th' shtone an' 
Aladdin shlides back down th' shtairs 
iv th' hole in th' ground, but in doin' 
so he r-rubs th' lucky r-ring an' a 
ge-ni appears. 

" ' " I'm th' shlave iv th' r-ring," 
roars th' ge-ni. " What'U ye ha-ave ? " 

" ' " Take me home," says Aladdin. 
" Take me home to th' arniky bottle, 
f 'r I'm sore where I shtruck th' cellar 
floor." 

" * An' before he c'u'd wink he was 

home an' wondherin' what 'twas all 

about. Thin he gave his mother th' 
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lamp an' she began cleanin' it whin 
another ge-ni showed up, sayin' he 
was th' shlave iv th' lamp. 

" * " Oh, me, oh, my I " says Alad- 
din, "here's a good thing. Two 
shlaves *an' 'tis only a poor lad I 
am." 

"'"Whatll ye have?" asks th' 
shlave iv th' lamp. 

"^"Somethln' to eat," says Alad- 
din, that bein' th' ma-an iv it to 
think iv his shtomach fir-rst. If he'd 
been a woman, somethin' to wear 
w'u'd have been th' cry. But, anny- 
how, he an' his mother had a fine 
dinner, an' th' next da-ay whin he 
was going back to his old job iv 
loafin' he saw th' princiss ' " 

" What was her name ? " broke in 

Carl Merrill. 

"Ye're intherruptin' th' muse," 
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protested Norah, as she fished in her 
pocket for the familiar slip of paper, 
"but I'll tell ye th' letthers. Ye 
c'u'dn't ask a Christian woman to do 
anny more with th' kind iv na-ames 
they had in thim da-ays. Her na-ame 
was B-u-d-d-i-r-a-1-B-u-d-d-o-o-r. Do 
ye know now ? " 

"Go on, Norah," urged the chil- 
dren, and Norah continued : 

"'He saw th' Princiss,* says th' 

ma-an who came down th^ r-road to 

th' ge-ni who was waitin' to kill th' 

merchant, * an' he made up his mind 

to marry her, so he sint a lot iv 

jew'ls to her father. Why he sh'u'd 

sind thim to th' father an' not to th' 

gir-rl is wan iv thim things I niver 

c'u'd undhershtand, but annyhow he 

did it, an' th' father says, " That's all 

r-right, but have ye anny more ? " So 
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Aladdin sint him some more. Ye 
see, th' shlave iv th' lamp was gettin' 
thim f'r him, an' he was a busy 
shlave at that time. He must have 
been workin' nights, f 'r th' father had 
no mind to shpoil things be a hasty 
marriage. 

" ' " Ye ha-ave no palace," says th' 
father. 

" ' " How shtrange it is,'' says Alad- 
din, " I sh'u'd f 'rget that. I'll have 
wan made in a r-rush." 

"'"Iv coorse," says th' father, 
"ye'U let th' contract f'r wan year, 
an ye'U have th' palace in five, if 
ye're in luck. I know th' wa-ays iv 
th' la-ads that build thim." 

"'But th' next mornin' the pal- 
ace was done. The father was sorry 
to miss th' daily cart-load iv jew'lfi 
Aladdin was sindin' him durin' th* 
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coortin' days, but there was nothin' 
for it but to let him ha-ave th' prin- 
ciss. If coortin' c'u'd go on foriver, 
all th' min w'u'd be br-roke an' all th' 
gir-rls w'u'd be r-rich. But, anny- 
how Aladdin got th' Princiss an' wint 
to live in th' new palace, whin back 
came th' African magician, he havin' 
hear-rd iv Aladdin's luck. He wint 
to th' door like an old clo'es man. 

" < " We niver ha-ave anny old 
clo'es," says th' Princiss. "We're 
that high-toned we hand thim over 
to our poor relations before they have 
time to get old." 

it t u Well," says th' magician, " an 
old lamp will do." 

"'An' th' Princiss bein' a woman 

an' a bride, thraded off th' magic 

lamp f'r some new pans an kittles 

that w'u'd be handy in th' kitchen.' " 
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Here Norah paused. 

" But 111 tell ye wan thing," she 
announced finally. 

"What?" asked the children 
breathlessly. 

" If Aladdin hadn't been keepin' a 
secrit from his wife, which no ma-an 
should do, he'd ha-ave had liss iv 
throuble. But I'm breakin' into th' 
shtory th' man told th' ge-ni. 

" < « Whin Aladdin came back," says 
th' man to th' ge-ni, " th' palace was 
gone, th' magician havin' ma-ade th' 
shlave iv th' lamp take it to Africa." 

"'"This is th' indl" cries Alad- 
din, an' while he was wr-ringin' his 
ha-ands he r-rubbed th' lucky r-ring. 

" ' " What 'ill ye ha-ave? " asks th' 

shlave iv th' r-ring, comin' to him in 

a hurry. 

" * " I want to go home," says Alad- 
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din. " I've mislaid me wife an' I've 
mislaid me castle, an' I want to go to 
thim both." 

"'"Ye careliss ma-ani" cries th' 
shlave iv th' r-ring. "I can't be 
takin' ye home all th' time." 

" ' But iv coorse he took him to 
Africa, an' he landed there jist in 
time to see th' magician dyin' iv 
poison he'd tuk be mistake. 

"'"Is that all?" asks th' ge-ni, 
givin' his sword a swish over th' mer- 
chant's head. 

"'"What more w'u'd ye have?" 
says th' man who'd been tellin' th' 
shtory. " Aladdin has th' wife an' th' 
castle an' th' lamp an' th' r-ring, an' 
th' magician's dead ? That's th' ind." 

"'"Then here goes!" yells th' 

ge-ni, shwingin' his sword up. 

" ' " Wait I " cries wan iv th' other 
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min that had come down th' r-road 
whin he was fir-rst killin' th' mer- 
chant' " 

" What next ? " asked the children, 
aa Norah again paused. 

" That's what th' Sooltan wanted to 
know whin th' gir-rl shtopped like I 
have, but th' clock had shtruck th' 
hour iv ixecution. 

" * 'Tis time f 'r me to die/ she says. 

"*Ye can't die,' says th' Sool- 
tan. ' I forbid ye to die till I know 
what happened to th' merchant, an' if 
ye disobey me in this I'll ha-ave ye-er 
head cut off. Live I Live, I tell ye, 
till th' shtory tellin' hour to-morry.' " 

" That's awfully unsatisfactory, 
Norah," pouted Jessie Corwin. 

" That's what th' Sooltan thought," 

returned Norah calmly, " but he had 

to wait." 
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" You said you were coming to All 
Baba and the Forty Thieves," com- 
plained Tommy Singer. 

" I am," said Norah. " I'm comin' 
to it fast." 

"How fast?" 

** As fast as th' gir-rl that married 
th' Sooltan." 
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Ill 

THE THIRD DAY 

When the children gathered in the 
nursery the following afternoon, 
Tommy Singer was determined to 
have the tale for which they were all 
anxiously waiting. 

" I want to hear the story of Ali 
Baba and the Forty Thieves," he an- 
nounced. 

" I've been tellin' it to ye," replied 
Norah the nurse, calmly. 

"There hasn't been a word about 
Ali Baba yet," protested Tommy. 

" Not a word 1 " echoed the other 
children. 

" Iv coorse not," admitted Norah, 

" but 'tis all wan shtory, an' we'll get 
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to Ali Baba whin we come to him. 
Ye see, 'tis like a pla-ay an' all the 
characters iv a pla-ay don't come on 
the shtage at wan time. Ye ha-ave 
to wait f 'r th' hero ma-an to show up. 
Th' wife iv th' Sooltan only gave him 
wan act iv th' pla-ay each da-ay, like 
I'm doin'." 

" How many acts are there ? " asked 
Carl Merrill. 

" Wan thousand an' wan," answered 
Norah. 

The children gasped. 

"In what act does Ali Baba ap- 
pear ? " inquired Jessie Corwin. 

"I f'rget," answered Norah, "but 

we'll all know whin we come to it. 

An', annyhow, ye w'u'dn't I'ave th' 

poor merchant with th' sword iv th' 

ge-ni hangin' over his head, w'u'd ye? " 

" And the Sultan's wife with only a 
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few hours to live ? " prompted Ethel 
Merrill. 

" R-right ye are," said Norah. "Ye 
ha-ave th' Sooltan's wife sintinced to 
die in th' mornin', an' th' merchant 
waitin' f 'r th' sword. 'Tw'u'd be like 
sacrificin' two lives to go chasin' afther 
Ali Baba now." 

" I guess you're right, Norah," ad- 
mitted Jessie Corwin, dreamily. " I 
want to know what happened to the 
merchant." 

" Iv coorse," said Norah. " Think 
iv th' poor ma-an kneelin' there with 
th' sword over him, an' think iv th' 
Sooltan's wife wakin' up to tell an- 
other shtory an' wondherin' if she 
can ma-ake it shtrong enough to hold 
him f 'r another da-ay I 'Tis crool iv 
ye to be wa-antin' to r-run awa-ay 

from thim." 

102 



Nwrse Norah^s New Arabicm Nights 

"Go ahead, Norah/' said Tommy 
Singer, resignedly. 

"Well," said Norah, "whin th' 
Sooltan waked up th' thir-rd day he 
was cra-azy to know what happened 
to th' merchant, — f 'r there's no deny- 
in' th' merchant was in a bad wa-ay, 
— ^whin wan iv th' min that came 
down th' r-road with th' ma-an that 
told iv Aladdin, says, ' Wait I ' 

"'Why shVd I wait?' asks th' 
ge-ni. 'Me ar-rm's growin' tired 
with holdin' me sword in th' air.' 

" ' I'm thinkin',' says th' ma-an, * I 
know a more wondherful shtory than 
th' wan ye've hear-rd.' 

""Tis nothin' to me,' says th' 
ge-ni. 

" * I want ye to be th' judge iv th' 

two shtories,' says th' ma-an an' with 

that he shtarted in. 
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" ' Th' Imp'ror iv Persia, he bein' 
also a Sooltan/ he says, * was walkin' 
in his garden wan da-ay whin a 
Hindu ma-an came to him, dhraggin' 
a hobby horse, an' to show him what 
a fine horse it was th' Hindu ma-an 
got on his back an' tur-med a shcrew 
an' wint sailin' up to th' shky. 

"'"What'U ye take f'r it?" asks 
th' Imp'ror an' Sooltan combined 
whin th' ma-an came back from his 
r-ride. 

" '"A wife," says th' Hindu ma-an. 

" ' " I ha-ave none to shpare," says 
th' Imp'ror. 

"'"I'm not afther a sicond-hand 
wife, but a new wan," says th' ma-an. 
" I want th' Princiss." 

u i rp]^? Imp'ror was that mad he 
was goin' to throw th' felly out, whin 

along came th' Prince, an' he was 
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cra-azy to thry th' new horse. He 
turned th' shcrew an' wint sailin' up 
to th' shky, but whin he was r-ready 
to come back he didn't know th' 
wa-ay to fix it, so he wint sailin' an' 
sailin' an' sailin', till afther awhile he 
found another shcrew, an' thin he 
came down at th' door iv th' r-rooms 
iv th' Princiss iv Bengal. 'Tis a 
shtrange thing that in thim da-ays 
th' fellies were always shtumblin' 
across princisses. Ye'd think there 
was niver a gir-rl that wasn't a prin- 
ciss. But, annyhow, that's where he 
landed, an', havin' no manners at all, 
he walked in without knockin'. An' 
there was th' Princiss ashleep, lukkin' 
so fine that he fell in love with her 
r-right away ; an' she, bein' a po-lite 
gir-rl, returned th' complimint.' " 

"It's a funny thing how quick 
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people fall in love in these stories," 
commented Jessie Corwin. 

"'Tis so/' admitted Norah; "but 
whin a good ma-an falls in love with 
a gir-rl, 'tis only polite f r her to do 
as much be him — ^if she can — an' in 
thim da-ays most iv th' gir-rls were 
po-lite. But mind, I'm tellin' ye th' 
shtory th' ma-an told th' ge-ni. 

"*Th' Prince iv Persia,' says th' 
ma-an, *tuk th' Princiss iv Bengal 
out to th' thrick hobby horse, an' in 
th' wink iv an eye they were back in 
Persia, where they found th' Hindu 
ma-an in throuble with th' Imp'ror on 
account iv th' horse r-runnin' away 
with th' Prince. 

" ' " ' Twas not me fault," wails th' 
Hindu ma-an. 

"'"Th' horse," says th' Imp'ror, 

" was not properly broke to th' sad- 
106 




«* an' in the wink IV AN EYE THEY WERE BACK IN PERSIA.' 



■'v^... 



r% 



?^ 



'Y^ 












Nurse NoraKs New Arabian Nights 

die, an' ye sh'u'dn't have brought 
him here." 

" ' " I thought," says th' ma-an, " th' 
Prince c'u'd r-ride." 

u i u Th' Prince,'' says th' Imp'ror, 
he bein' proud iv his son, " can r-ride 
annything that don't r-run away with 
him." 

" * With that he locked up th' Hin- 
du felly, an' only let him go whin th' 
Prince came back.' " 

"What was the Prince's name?" 
broke in Carl Merrill. 

" Ye're a long time comin' to that," 

commented Norah, as she fished for 

the ever-ready slip of paper. "I 

thought ye'd be wantin' to know that 

before. His name was — I'll shpell it 

f 'r ye. His name was F-e-r-o-z-e-s-h-a. 

Are ye anny wiser now ? " 

" Go on, Norah," urged the children. 
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"'Whin th' Hindu ma-an was let 
loose/ says th' ma-an to th' ge-ni," 
continued Norah, " ' he was that mad 
he hunted up th' Princiss an' got her 
on th' horse be tellin' her th' Prince 
had sint f r her. Thin he wint sailin' 
away, an' niver shtopped till he was 
in th' kingdom iv Cashmere, where 
he thried f'r to make her marry 
him. 

"*"Ye ha-ave no kingdom," she 
says, " an' I have." 

" * " But I ha-ave a horse," says th' 
Hindu felly. 

" ' " Me kingdom f r a horse ! " cries 
th' Princiss. " Niver ! " 

" ' An' while they are arguin' along 
comes th' Sooltan iv Cashmere ; f r in 
thim da-ays th' woods were full iv 
Sooltans an' Imp'rors an' other use- 
less things. Seein' she was a fine 
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lukkin' gir-rl, th' Sooltan riscued her 
from th' Hindu felly, an' thin he 
wanted to marry her himsilf. 

" ' " ' Tis th' thing to do," says th' 
Sooltan. 

" ' " For why ? " asks th' Princiss. 

"*"A gir-rl," says th' Sooltan, 
"sh'u'd always marry th' felly that 
riscues her. ' Tis th' r-rule." 

"'"Thin we'll break th' r-rule," 
says th' gir-rl. 

" ' Th' Sooltan, bein' mad at this, 
locked her up, an' was goin' to marry 
her annyhow, whin she pretinded she 
was cra-azy. They had her in th' 
asylum whin along came th' Prince 
iv Persia. How he found her so 
quick is more than I can tell ye, but 
' tis a wa-ay they ha-ave in shtories.' " 

" You ought to know that, Norah,'^ 

broke in Tommy Singer. 
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" I w'u'd only f 'r wan thing," an- 
swered Norah, promptly. 

" What's that ? " asked Carl Merrill. 

" Th' Sooltan's wife didn't know it, 
an' I'm only tellin' ye what she told 
th' Sooltan." 

" Well, I think she ought to have 
known it," ventured Jessie Corwin. 

"She w'u'd have known it," an- 
swered Norah, " only f 'r wan thing." 

" What's that ? " asked Carl again. 

" She was only tellin' th' shtory th' 
ma-an told th' ge-ni, an' he didn't 
know it," explained Norah. 

"Go on, Norah," urged the chil- 
dren. 

" * Whin th' Prince iv Persia,' says 

the ma-an to th' ge-ni, * found th' 

Princiss iv Bengal he let his whiskers 

grow so's to pass f 'r a docthor. Ye 

niver see a young docthor with a 
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shmooth face, f 'r it makes him luk 
so young no wan will thrust him. 
Whiskers are nicissary to give him 
shtandin', an' th' Prince had such 
fine wans that th' Sooltan iv Cash- 
mere was sure he c'u'd cure th' Prin- 
ciss. An' he did. He gave her wan 
kiss, an' 'twas done. She knew th' 
kiss.' " 

*^ Kisses are a good deal alike/' in- 
terrupted Ethel Merrill. 

" Wait till ye're oldher," returned 
Norah, sagely. "But I'm gettin' to 
th' ind iv th' ma-an's shtory now, so 
don't be botherin' me. 

"'Th' Prince wint to th' Sooltan 
an' told him th' Princiss was inchanted 
be th' hobby horse. 

" ' " Th' only thing to do," he says, 

" is to put her on th' back iv th' horse 

an' dis-inchant her." 
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" ' " Go ahead/' says the Sooltan. 

" * So th' Prince put her on th' horse 
an' climbed on himsilf, an' — whizz — 
they were back in Persia.' " 

" Suppose," ventured Jessie Corwin, 
"she had fallen off." 

" She didn't," said Norah. 

"But suppose she had," insisted 
Jessie. 

" 'Tw'u'd only have made another 
shtory," said Norah. "She'd have 
landed all r-right. Ye can't kill a 
princiss in a shtory. But, annyhow 
she didn't, an', whin th' ma-an was 
through talkin' th' ge-ni yells, ' Here 
goes 1 ' at th' sa-ame time shwingin' 
his sword up. 

"'What are ye doin'?' cries th' 
third ma-an that came down th' r-road. 

" ' Thryin' to get ahead,' says th' 

ge-ni, he bein' a jokin' ma-an. 
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" ' I know a betther sthory/ says th' 
third ma-an. ' Hold on 1 ' 

" ' Not wan minute/ says the 
ge-ni." 

" I'm getting tired of that, Norah/' 
asserted Tommy Singer, as the nurse 
stopped short. 

"So was th' Sooltan," returned 
Norah, " an' that's what he told his 
wife. 

" ' Well,' says she, * ye're not half 
as tired as th' merchant kneelin' in 
th' r-road with th' sword over him 
an' th' ge-ni holdin' him be th' hair. 
An' ye're not half as tired as th' ge-ni, 
with th' big sword raised up to shtrike 
all this time. If ye want to leave 
thim there,' she says, ' ye can ordher 
me out to die.' 

'* * 'Tw'u'd be a crool thing,' says 

th' Sooltan, thinkin' iv th' merchant. 
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" ' It w'u'd so/ says his wife, thinkin' 
iv hersilf. 

" ' I'm sorry f 'r th' felly/ says th' 
Sooltan, * an' if I can get him out iv 
that shcrape be keepin' ye alive wan 
more day, why I'll put ye away in a 
padded r-room to make sure iv it. 
'Tis no use beggin'. Ye can't die to- 
day ; I'll not ha-ave it.' 

"An' that's what th' Sooltan said 
to his wife, while th' wife only shmiles 
an' says to hersilf, * There's nothin' 
like knowin' how to manage a ma-an.' '^ 
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IV 

THE FOURTH DAY 

"I've been thinking," remarked 
Jessie Corwin, when the children 
gathered to hear the continuation of 
Norah's story. 

"Are ye sick?" asked Norah, so- 
licitously, for she could be sarcastic at 
times. " Do ye mind that thinkin' is 
th' next thing to shtudyin', an' ye 
niver see th' use iv shtudyin' while 
ye can pla-ay." 

"Don't try to be funny, Norah," 

pouted Jessie. "I've been thinking 

of the wife of the Sultan of Persia, 

and I'm awfully sorry for her. Think 

what a strain it must have been on 

her to tell these stories." 
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" An' think iv th' shtrain on me," 
put in Norah. 

"Your life doesn't depend on the 
stories/' insisted Jessie. 

"No; but me comfort does," re- 
torted Norah. "Ifyesh'u'dgetawa-ay 
from th' shtories, ye'd be playin' in 
th' mud, an' I'd have to be afther 
changin' th' clo'es iv Carl an' Ethel. 
Whin ye're a nurse ye'U see that th' 
Sooltan iv Persia had his wife no 
worse worried than I am." 

" I've been thinking, too," said Carl 
Merrill. 

"How did it happen?" asked 
Norah. 

"I've been thinking," repeated 

Carl, ignoring this thrust, "that in 

the story of the enchanted horse, that 

you told us yesterday, the wife of the 

Sultan of Persia was telling the Sul- 
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tan of Persia a story about the Sultan 
of Persia." 

" Say that wanst more," said Norah, 
troubled. 

" The Sultan of Persia was in the 
last story, and he was also listening to 
it," explained Carl. 

*'Bad luck to ye!" cried Norah. 
"If ye do anny more thinkin' I'll 
shtop before I get to Ali Baba an' th' 
Forty Thieves. Ye ha-ave me all 
tangled up, but I ray-mimber now 
'twas not th' same Sooltan, but wan 
that lived manny years before." 

" Which one lived many years be- 
fore ? " demanded Tommy Singer. 

"Both iv thim," replied Norah. 
" No, no ; th' wan that was listenin'." 

" How could the one who was lis- 
tening live before the one he was hear- 
ing about ? " inquired Ethel Merrill. 
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"'Twas th' other wa-ay r-round," 
Norah hastily explained, while the 
children laughed and danced about 
her. It was the first time they had 
ever caught Norah, and they were 
greatly pleased. 

" Ye've all been thinkin' I " expostu- 
lated the nurse, " an' ye'll hur-rt ye-er- 
silves, ye will so. An' ye're leavin' 
th' poor merchant with his knees dig- 
gin' into th' dirt an' th' ge-ni with his 
ar-rm near broke holdin' th' sword 
an' th' wife iv th' Sooltan with only a 
half hour to live I Thin ye're keepin' 
th' Sooltan waitin' to hear what was 
said be th' third ma-an that came 
down th' r-road whin th' ge-ni was 
killin' th' merchant." 

"Go on, Norah," begged the chil- 
dren. 

" ' I ha-ave a betther shtory shtill/ 
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says th' third man, ' an' I'd like to 
have ye judge iv it.' 

" * I ha-ave a bit iv a job here/ says 
th' ge-ni. 

" ' 'Twill take ye-er mind off th' 
shtory," says th' ma-an. ' Th' killin' 
iv a human bein' is disthractin', an' 
'tis only fair I sh'u'd ha-ave ye-er 
whole attintion.' 

"With that he began his shtory 
like this : 

"'Sindbad was th' gr-reatest dis- 
coverer iv islands that iver lived. He 
was a sailor ma-an, an' anny time 
that annything happened to him he 
lit on an island. He found more is- 
lands than there are.' " 

"But he couldn't do that," pro- 
tested Tommy Singer. 

"Iv coorse he c'u'dn't," answered 

Norah, " but he did, f r I ha-ave th' 
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wor-rd iv th' Sooltan's wife f r it, an' 
she had th' wor-rd iv th' third ma-an 
that came down th' r-road. 

" ' Whin Sindbad wint on his fir-rst 
voyage,' says th' ma-an, ' he was lift be 
accidint on an island, an' afther a bit 
th' island wasn't an island at all, but 
only th' back iv a big turtle, an' Sind- 
bad had to shwim f r it whin th' 
turtle wint down. Thin a shtorm 
came up an' he was tossed up on an 
island, that was an island, an' here 

he found some servants iv th' iv 

th' ' " 

"Of the what?*' asked Carl Mer- 
rill, as Norah hesitated. 

" I'll shpell it f r ye," answered the 

nurse, referring to the familiar slip of 

paper. " Iv th' M-a-h-a-r-a-j-a-h. Ye 

can ha-ave that to think over while 

I'm goin' on with th' shtory. 
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"'Th' servants/ says th' ma-an 

to th' ge-ni, 'tuk Sindbad to th' 

city on th' island, an' while he 

was there his ship came in. Yell 

find as ye go along that Sindbad's 

ship was always comin' in, an' ivery 

time it came in he made a bar'l iv 

money. He was th' gr-reatest ma-an 

f r luck that iver was. All he had to 

do was to put a bale iv goods on a 

ship an' jump overboard. Thin th' 

Capt'in w'u'd sell th' goods, an' affcher 

a bit he'd find Sindbad an' give him 

th' money. Afther that he'd go 

home with th' money an' shtart out 

wanst more. I'm only givin' ye a 

few samples iv his luck. He niver 

put his fut off th' boat that he wasn't 

lift behind, he niver was lift behind 

that it wasn't on an island, an' he 

niver found an island that wasn't like 
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a goold mine to him. Th' third wan 
he shtruck was loaded up with shnakes 
an' di'monds. He dodged th' shnakes' 
filled his pockits with di'monds, an' 
was carried awa-ay be a big bir-rd to its 
nist, where some min found him an' 
tuk him to a harbor jiist as his ship 
sailed in. 

"'"I was lukkin' fr ye," says th' 
Capt'in, handin' him over a bag iv 
th' coin that he'd got f r th' bale iv 
goods lift behind. Ye see, ivery wan 
ilse was doin' Sindbad's wor-rk, while 
he was fallin' into beds iv jewils. 

" * " Ye can't lose me," says Sind- 
bad. 

"'"I know it," says th' Capt'in. 

" Ye're th' original lucky ma-an. If 

ye were dropped from a bay-loon head 

fir-rst ye'd la-and on ye-er feet in. a 

feather bed, yet w'u'd so." ' " 
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"Did he always find diamonds?" 
asked Carl. 

"No," answered Norah. "On th' 
next voyage he found a wife." 

"That was still better luck," as- 
serted Ethel. 

"Sure it was," said Norah. "Ye 
c'u'd find niver a thing betther, al- 
though 'twas th' sa-ame old shtory." 

"What do you mean by that?" 
asked Jessie Corwin. 

" There was throuble came with th' 
wife," replied Norah, " but ye're goin' 
too fast. Wait till we go back to th' 
ma-an an' th' ge-ni. 

"'On th' next voyage,' says th' 

ma-an to th' ge-ni, ' Sindbad had th' 

sa-ame old island findin' fever, an' on 

th' island he r-ran across a gr-reat 

dome that lukked like marble. He 

was wondherin' how high it was whin 
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a gr-reat bir-rd came sailin' along, an' 

thin he saw that th' dome was only 

th' egg iv th' bir-rd. Th' bir-rd was 

bigger than th' Capitol at Washin'ton, 

an' whin Sindbad saw it he says, " I 

knew me expriss tr-rain w'u'd be 

comin' soon, an' here it is." With 

that he tied himsilf to th' leg iv th' 

bir-rd while it was settin' on th' egg, 

an' iv coorse he wint awa-ay with it an' 

landed in th' country iv a gr-reat king. 

Iverything was gr-reat in thim da-ays 

— ^gr-reat shnakes, gr-reat bir-rds, 

gr-reat eggs, gr-reat castles, gr-reat 

kings an' gr-reat liars. But niver 

mind that. 

" ' " I like ye," says th' king. " Ye 

ha-ave a new wa-ay iv thravelin' that 

ta-akes me fancy, an' if ye don't mind 

I'll give you a wife." 

" ' Well, Sindbad was not lukkin' f r 
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a wife, but there's manny a man gets 
wan whin he isn't lukkin' f 'r her, an' 
Sindbad was like th' rist. 

" ' " Annything to oblige," he says. 
" I've had i very thing ilse, an' I might 
as well ha-ave this." 

" ' But no sooner was he married to 
th' gir-rl than she up an' died, an' 
thin Sindbad was told 'twas th' custom 
iv th' counthry to bury th' husband 
with th' wife. 

" ' " But don't ye worry," says th' 
king. " Ye're in gr-reat luck, f r 'tis 
me intintion iv doin' ye th' honor iv 
goin' to ye-er fun'ral mesilf." 

a i u >Twill be a gr-reat show," says 
Sindbad, " but if it's all th' sa-ame to 
you, I'd rather not pla-ay th' shtar 
pa-art." 

" ' But 'twas no use. They lowered 

him into th' bur-yal ca-ave, an' while 
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he was beratin' his luck he saw a ray 
iv light, showin' there was a wa-ay 
out So he filled his pockits with 
diamonds '" 

" Were there diamonds there, too ? " 
demanded Tommy Singer. 

"Iv coorse," answered Norah. 
" Sindbad niver was anny where that 
he c'u'dn't find diamonds." 

"And of course his ship was 
waiting for him when he crawled 
out of the cave," suggested Jessie 
Corwin. 

" Sure," answered Norah ; " an^ th' 
Capt'in had sold th' goods an' had th' 
bag iv money waitin' f r him. But 
ye sh'u'dn't take me awa-ay from th' 
shtory. 

"*He thried wan more voyage,' 

says th' ma-an to th' ge-ni, * an' he 

found wan more island, an' on this 
128 




•• IF YE BALK, i'lL CHOKE YE." 



|. ' »■ ■ * - •" ' - — ^ ' ■■ >■ y 'i- 



L'^'^ 



Nwrse Norah^s New Arabian NigJUs 

island there was a little bit iv a ma-an, 
all tuckered out. 

" ' *' I can't wade th' r-river/' says 
th' little ma-an. "Will ye carry 
me?" 

" ' " I will," says Sindbad, an' he let 
th' little ma-an get on his shouldhers, 
with his feet r-round his neck, an' tuk 
him across th' r-river. Thin Sindbad 
told him to get down. 

" ' " Niver 1 " says th' little ma-an. 
" 'Tis th' ambition iv me life to play 
horse, an' ye're th' horse. If ye balk, 
I'll choke ye." 

" * He had a pair iv shpurs on his 
feet an* he dug thim into Sindbad an* 
sint him cantherin' across th* prairie 
till he was tired out. 

"*"I don't mind," says th' little 

ma-an afther a bit, "tellin' ye 

a shtrange shtory iv what happened 
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to me, to show that ye-er throubles 
might be wor-rse." 

" ' " Tell it," says Sindbad, thinkin' 
it may give him a chance to dump 
his load/ 

" An' here," said Norah, " th' time 
came f r th' wife iv th' Sooltan to die, 
an' she shtopped." 

"But you're not going to stop, 
Norah," urged the children. 

"I must wait f'r th' Sooltan's 
wife," said Norah. 

" But, Norah," pleaded Ethel Mer- 
rill, " you're leaving Sindbad with the 
little man on his back and the mer- 
chant waiting for th' genie to kill 
him. I want to know if Sindbad es- 
caped from the little old man." 

"That's what th' ge-ni wanted to 

know, too," said Norah. 

" And I want to know if the genie 
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killed the merchant," put in Carl 
Merrill. 

"That's what the Sooltan wanted 
to know/' said Norah. 

" And you haven't told us this time 
whether the Sultan decided to spare 
his wife another day," urged Jessie 
Corwin. 

"That's what th' wife wanted to 
know," said Norah, " but I'll tell ye 
wan thing." 

" What? " cried all the children. 

"Th' Sooltan was waitin' on th' 
ge-ni, th' ge-ni was waitin' on Sind- 
bad, Sindbad was waitin' on th' little 
old ma-an, an' th' little old ma-an was 
gettin' r-ready to tell a shtory." 

"Well?" queried Tommy Singer, 
anxiously. 

" Well," answered Norah, with a tan- 
talizing smile, " they all had to wait." 
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THE FIFTH DAY 

There was a wild scramble for 
places when Norah the nurse settled 
herself comfortably to continue her 
story. There were now so many loose 
threads to the tale that the children 
were more interested and excited than 
ever. In fact, some of them had been 
long awake the previous night, trying 
to get the details straight in their 
minds, and, that accomplished, won- 
dering how the various characters 
would escape their troubles. 

"I want to know what happened 

to the wife of the Sultan I " cried 

Jessie Corwin. 
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" And the merchant who was to be 
kUled," added Carl Merrill. 

"And Sindbad," prompted Ethel 
Merrill. 

" And the little old man on Sind- 
bad's back/' said Tommy Singer. 

" Listen to that, now I " exclaimed 
Norah. " Ye want iverything settled 
to wansf 

" Yes ; and we want to hear about 
Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves I" 
urged Tonmiy Singer. 

" Was the little old man one of the 
thieves ? *' asked Carl Merrill. 

"I'm tellin' ye th' shtory iv th' 
Forty Thieves now," insisted Norah. 

" It's a funny way of telling about 
them, when you haven't even men- 
tioned them," protested Tommy 
Singer. 

" 'Tis all be wa-ay iv inthroduction," 
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explained Norah. " Ye're wan iv th' 
kind that w'u'd be r-readin' th' last 
chapther fir-rst. Tw'u'd not be 
r-right to be foolin' with th' Forty 
Thieves while th' little old ma-an is 
r-ridin' on th' back iv Sindbad." 

" But I want to get to Ali Baba/' 
persisted Tommy Singer. 

" Ye crool boy 1 " exclaimed Norah. 
"Can't ye give Sindbad, th' sailor 
ma-an, a chanst ? How w'u'd ye like 
to ha-ave th' little old ma-an on ye-er 
back while we wint r-ramblin' awa-ay 
with a lot iv thieves that 'tis betther 
not to know annyhow ? " 

"That's right," admitted Ethel 
Merrill. " We must finish with Sind- 
bad first." 

" Iv coorse," said Norah, " an' th' 

little old ma-an was tellin' Sindbad a 

shtory. 
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" ' Wanst, whin I was a hunchback, 
an' I'm not much more than that 
now,' says th' little old ma-an, * f 'r ye 
can see I'm shtill crooked. But, as I 
was sayin', whin I was a hunchback, 
I shtopped be th' house iv a tailor, 
an' he was sorry f 'r me. Iv coorse, I 
thought th' tailor w'u'd shoo me 
awa-ay, he bein' also a cobbler, but 
his thrade had made him somethin' 
iv a goose, an' he tuk me an' gave me 
a bite iv fish, it bein' Friday. Like 
others iv th' beggin' kind, 'twas not 
fish I wanted, but money. Shtill, I 
had to thry to put awa-ay th' fish, an', 
havin' had plinty to eat, 'twas ha-ard 
wor-rk, an' I shtrangled on a bone an' 
died.' " 

"Diedl" broke in Carl Merrill. 

" How could he have died when he 

was riding on Sindbad's back ? " 
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" That's what Sindbad an' th' ge-ni 
an' th' Sooltan wanted to know," said 
Norah, " but they all had to wait for 
th' ind iv th' shtory. 

" ' Whin I was dead/ says th' little 
old ma-an, ' th' tailor was frightened 
out iv his wits, fearin' th' po-lis w'u'd 
make it a ca-ase of murder, like they 
well know how to do. So he tuk me 
to a docthor, an' sint th' fee f 'r a con- 
sooltation in be th' gir-rl that came 
to th' door. Thin he put me in a 
dar-rk comer iv th' shtairs an' r-ran. 
Iv coorse, th' docthor came out in a 
r-rush, not lukkin' f 'r me, but f 'r th' 
tailor. 

" * " He's a cra-azy ma-an I " cried th' 

docthor, " an' I ha-ave th' proof iv it. 

Whoiver hear-rd iv a sa-ane ma-an 

payin' a docthor inside iv a year, let 

alone sindin' th' money on ahead? 
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I must sind th' poor felly to th' 
asylum." 

" ' Twas dar-rk on th' shtairs, an' 
so gr-reat was th' hurry iv th' docthor 
that he- knocked me r-roUin' down to 
th' bottom an' kilt me entirely.' " 

" But he was already dead I " pro- 
tested Tommy Singer. 

"Sure," said Norah, calmly, "so 
'twas not so hard to kill him th' 
sicond time. Now, don't be botherin' 
me. 

" ' Whin he saw that I was dead,' 
says th' little old ma-an to Sindbad, ' he 
began cryin' an' tearin' his hair. 

" ' " They'll hang me," he cries, " if 

I don't put it off on some wan. I 

niver meant to do it, but 'twill make 

no diff 'rince with th' hangin' or th' 

cuttin' off iv me head, whichiver it is. 

Th' ma-an next door has so many 
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throubles 'tw'u'd be a ray-lief f 'r him 
to die." 

" ' With that he tuk me to th' roof 
an' let me down th' chimney iv th' 
neighbor ma-an. Iv coorse, th' neigh- 
bor ma-an, seein' me leanin' ferninst 
th' fireplace, thought I was a thief, 
an' he hit me with a shtick, killin' 
me to wanst.' " 

" But he'd been killed twice al- 
ready," asserted Carl Merrill. 

"R-right," answered Norah, "an' 
so it only took a little bit iv a blow 
to kill him th' thir-rd time. Dyin' 
is like all other bad habits, f 'r it 
comes easier ivery time. Whin ye get 
in th' wa-ay iv it, 'tis ha-ard to shtop. 

" ' Well,' says the little old ma-an, 

goin' on with th' sthory, ' it was most 

annoyin' to th' neighbor ma-an to 

find I was dead. 
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" ' " Th' little r-rat iv a ma-an," he 
says, " why is it they continoo to die 
on th' primises? An' think iv th' 
throuble 111 ha-ave at th' inquist with 
ivery wan askin' me quistions about 
me pa-ast life ! " 

" * So he tuk me out an' shtood me 
up be a fince, where I fell on a passin' 
shtranger, an' th' shtranger banged 
me over th' head with his ca-ane 
an' killed me.' " 

" I know ! I know 1 " broke in 
Ethel Merrill suddenly. 

"What do ye know?" demanded 
Norah. 

" It's a fairy story," said Ethel. 

" What iv it ? " asked Norah. 

" Why that's easy," explained 

Ethel. "The little old man wasn't 

a man at all, but a cat made to 

look like a man by some wicked 
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fairy. That's why he could die so 
many times." 

" How stupid of me not to think of 
it I" exclaimed Jessie Corwin. "Of 
course that's the secret of the whole 
thing." 

" How shmart ye are I " commented 
Norahy sarcastically. 

"Isn't that right?" asked Ethel, 
disappointed. 

"Niver," answered Norah. "'Tis 
only a bit iv a tangle they're in." 

" I should think it was," asserted 
Tommy Singer. " The little old back. 
I'd like to see you untangle it." 

" I c'u'dn't," admitted Norah. 

" Aha ! " cried the children. 

"But th' little old ma-an c'u'd," 
added Norah. 

" Oh 1 " said the children. 

"An'," continued Norah, "I can 
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tell ye how he did it. Mind what 
I'm sayin' now- 

"* Before th' shtranger c'u'd get 
awa-ay/ says th' little old ma-an, ' th' 
po-lis came along an' tuk th' two iv 
us before th' ca-di, which is another 
na-ame f r a judge." 

" ' " F'r th' killin' iv this ma-an," 
says th' ca-di, whin he'd hear-rd th' 
shtory, " I sintince ye to ha-ave ye-er 
head cut off." 

" * " But he didn't kill him I " cries 
th' neighbor ma-an, pushin' his way 
into th' coort-room. " Me conscience," 
he says, " has been taggin' afther me 
iver since it happened, an' if only to be 
r-rid iv it I tell ye I kilt th' ma-an." 

" ' " Ye're both wr-rong," says th' 

shtranger. " Ye sh'u'dn't be claimin' 

what isn't comin' to ye. I hit him 

with a ca-ane." 
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" ' " Ye're both wr-rong 1 " cried th' 
docthor, comin' to th' front. " I 
knocked him down th' shtairs be ac- 
cidint." 

"'"Execute th' three iv thim," 
says th' ca-di, " an' thin there'll be no 
mista-ake." 

" ' " Wrong 1 " yells th' tailor. 
" I'm th' ma-an 1 " 

"'"Is there anny wan ilse that 
kilt this man?" thunders th' ca-di. 
" If there is let him shpeak up now 
or foriver afther hold his peace." 

u i a While we're waitin' f 'r some wan 
ilse to confiss," says th' tailor, " I'll tell 
ye a shtory iv a barber I wanst knew." 

"'With that th' tailor told th' 

shtory iv a barber, an' in th' shtory 

th' barber told th' shtory iv his big 

brother, an' in that shtory th' big 

brother told iv th' sicond brother, an' 
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th' sicond brother iv th' thir-rd 
brother, an' — well, I don't know how 
manny brothers there were, f r whin 
they got to th' sivinth I came back to 
life, havin' only a fishbone in me 
throat that I coughed up, an' anny- 
how I had to do it." 

"'Why did ye ha-ave to do it?" 
asks Sindbad. 

"'I had to ind that shtring iv 
shtories somehow,' says th' little old 
ma-an, * before th' ca-di was talked to 
death/ 

"An' thin," added Norah, "there 
was a shtring iv quistions." 
• " What were they ? " demanded the 
children. 

" Here they are," answered Norah, 
" in their ordher : 

" ' Will ye get off me neck ? ' says 

Sindbad to th' little old ma-an. 
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"'Will ye let me go?' says th' 
merchant to th' ge-ni. 

"'Wai ye shpare me life?' says 
th' Sooltan's wife to th' Sooltan. 

" An' afther that/' continued Norah, 
" there was a shtring of answers." 

" Give us the answers I " cried the 
children. 

"Sure," replied Norah. "Here 
they are : 

"'I'll ray-move th' sintince iv 
death/ says th' Sooltan to th' 
Sooltan's wife, ' whin th' ge-ni lets th' 
merchant go.' 

" ' I'll let ye go/ says th' ge-ni 
to th' merchant, 'whin th' little 
old ma-an gets off iv Sindbad's 
neck.' 

" ' I'll get off ye-er neck/ says th' 

little old ma-an to Sindbad, ' whin I 

ha-ave to.' 
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"An' there ye are," concluded 
Norah. 

"Didn't Sindbad do anything?" 
asked Carl Merrill. 

"That's what th' ge-ni an' th' 
Sooltan are waitin' to hear," ex- 
plained Norah, " but I'll tell ye wan 
thing." 

" What? " cried the children. 

" A felly came down th' r-road, an^ 
bein' sorry f r Sindbad, he says to 
him, ' I'll tell ye a shtory, an' while 
I'm tellin' it, watch ye-er chanst to 
dump th' clothes-pin ye ha-ave on 
ye-er neck. 'Tis th' shtory iv ' " 

"Of what, Norah?" 

"Ye'U find out whin th' Sooltan 
does," answered Norah. "Ye see, 
I'm playin' th' part iv th' Sooltana, 
an' she w'u'dn't sa-ay wan more 
wor-rd that da-ay." 
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VI 

THE SIXTH DAY 

On the sixth day Tommy Singer 
came to the nursery with determina- 
tion written in every line of his face. 

" I'm going to hear about Ali Baba 
and the Forty Thieves," he an- 
nounced. 

" Ye can't hurry th' Sooltan's wife," 
asserted Norah. 

" But we can hurry Norah, the 
nurse," said Carl Merrill. 

"If you don't tell us about Ali 
Baba," put in Ethel Merrill, " I'll go 
out ^nd play in the dirt with my 
clean dress." 

" Ray-billion ! " cried Norah, " an' 

ye're leavin' Sindbad in throuble I " 
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" It seems to me," suggested Jessie 
Corwin, " that, if Sindbad could hold 
the little old man on his back all this 
time, it won't hurt him much to keep 
on doing it while you're telling about 
Ali Baba." 

Norah looked from one to the 
other in surprise. Here was more 
than mere rebellion ; it was con- 
spiracy. It was evident that the 
children had talked the matter over 
among themselves, and had carefully 
planned this unexpected move. 
Norah could surrender when she had 
to, but she was not one to surrender 
with undignified haste. She was 
artful and original even in defeat. 

" Do ye mind," she said, " that th' 

Sooltan's wife an' th' merchant bein' 

murdered be th' ge-ni an' Sindbad are 

all waitin' on th' ma-an that came 
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down th' r-road with a shtory on th' 
tip iv his tongue. Will ye let him 
tell th' shtory?" 

" No," cried the children in chorus. 

" Ye betther," urged Norah. " Do 
ye mind, he was sayin', * I'll tell ye 
th' shtory iv ' — an' thin he shtopped. 
Ye w'u'dn't choke him off in th' 
middle iv a sintince, w'u'd ye ? " 

"That's what you did," said 
Tommy Singer. 

" No," answered Norah, " it was 
th' ma-an that was talkin' to th' 
ge-ni did it, an' that made th' Sool- 
tan's wife do it, an' thin I had to 
do it." 

" Oh, well," put in Carl Merrill, re- 
signedly, "let him finish the sen- 
tence." 

"Ye have a tinder hear-rt," com- 
mented Norah, and then she took up 
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the thread of the story where she had 
dropped it the day before. 

" ' I'll tell ye,' says th' ma-an that 
came to Sindbad, 'th' shtory iv Ali 
Baba an' th' Forty Thieves.' " 

" Ah I " cried the children. 

"An' thin," Norah went on, "he 
settled himsilf to tell a shtory that 
w'u'd giye Sindbad a chanst to dump 
th' little old ma-an ashtride iv his 
neck. 

" * Ali Baba,' says th' ma-an, * was 
a ha-ard-wor-rkin' wood-chopper, an' 
wan da-ay he saw a band iv r-robbers 
go to a cave an' give th' countersign." 

" What was the countersign? " broke 
in Carl Merrill. 

Norah brought out the paper con- 
taining her notes. 

"I know what it Inks like," she 

said, " but I'm not sure 'tis th' r-right 
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wa-ay iv shpeakin' it, so I'll shpell it 
f 'r ye. Twas ' Open S-e-s-a-m-e. ' But 
ye're intherruptin' th' shtory. 

" * Whin they ca-ame out/ says th* 
ma-an to Sindbad, 'Ali Baba thried 
th' wor-rd, an' th' cave opened f 'r 
him, showin' money iv all kinds. Iv 
coorse he tuk all he c'u'd carry, an' 
whin he wint home he told his wife 
iv it, wamin' her not to say a wor-rd 
to anny wan. 'Tis that shows how 
little sinse he had, an' th' bla-ame f 'r 
all that happened rists on him be- 
cause iv it. Whin he tuk on like 
that it made a secrit iv it, an' iv 
coorse she had to tell th' wife iv 
Ali Baba's brother, Cassim, an' thin 
Cassim wint out afther a bit iv th' 
money himsilf. Bein' a careliss 
ma-an, Cassim forgot th' wor-rd to get 

him out iv th' cave afther he'd got in, 
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an' th' r-robbers found him an' cut 
him up in small bits. Thin Ali Baba 
got th' body, an' had it sewed up.' " 

" Why did he have to have it sewed 
up?" asked Ethel Merrill. 

Norah pondered this for a moment 
before replying. 

" So's to ha-ave a wake over him," 
she said at last. " Ye can't have a 
wake over a job lot iv pieces iv a 
ma-an; ye have to ha-ave th' whole 
ma-an. But 'twas a sorry day f 'r Ali 
Baba whin he did it, as ye'U see. 

"'Whin th' body was taken 

awa-ay,' says th' ma-an to Sindbad, 

'th' r-robbers knew some wan ilse 

had th' secrit iv th' cave, an' wan iv 

thim wint to find out about it. He 

came to th' felly that sewed up th' 

body, a felly be th' na-ame iv — I'll 

shpell it f'r ye — B-a-b-a-M-u-s-t-a- 
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p-h-a, an' th' felly told him iv th' 
job. 

"'"Ahal" says th' r-robber, "I 
ha-ave him now. 'Tis a sure thing 
that no wan ilse has had to be tailored 
afther dyin', so this is th' wan I'm 
afther." 

"'He put a mark on Ali Baba's 
house an' wint back to th' r-robber 
gang, but while he was gone along 
came Ali Baba's sicond gir-rl or cook 
— ^I don't know which, but annyhow 
she had more sinse than all th' rist iv 
thim — an' she put a mark on th' door 
iv ivery house in th' block. She was 
a br-right gir-rl, a gr-reat gir-rl, an' 
she had th' r-robbers all tangled up 
whin they came to kill Ali Baba. 

"'"We c'u'd make sure iv him," 

says the r-robber chief, "be killin' 

thim all, but 'tis foolish to ma-ake 
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onnicissary wor-rk f 'r wan's silf, an' 
annyhow 'tis more than a fair day's 
job." 

"'So they put thimsilves in good 
timper be killin' th' ma-an that had 
made a botch iv th' job iv findin' Ali 
Baba, an' wint back to th' cave. The 
next day another r-robber found th' 
house an' put a mark on th' door, only 
changin' th' color iv th' chalk, an' th' 
shmart gir-rl marked all th' other 
houses th' sa-ame wa-ay. 'Tis ividint 
th' fool iv a ma-an thought she was 
color blind, or he had no head on him 
wor-rth havin'. Annyhow he lost it, 
f r th' r-robbers had to kill some wan 
to keep up inth'rist in life, an' he was 
handy to thim. 

u t a There was forty iv us besides 

mesilf," says th' r-robber chief, an' 

now there's only thirty-eight. I'll 
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thry wan more, an' thin 111 go me- 
silf." 

" ' Th' thir-rd wan wint th' way iv 
th' others, an' thin th' chief found th' 
house himsilf an' made sure of it.'" 

"How did he do that ?" inquired 
Jessie Corwin. 

" Tis not in th' shtory," answered 
Norah, " but 'tis easy to guess it. In- 
stead iv markin' it with chalk he ray- 
mimbered .th' number an' th' shtreet. 
Ye see, he had a bit iv sinse. 

" ' Well,' says th' man to Sindbad, 

goin' on with th' shtory, ' th' r-robber 

chief fixed up a fine plan f 'r gettin' at 

Ali Baba. He got thirty-eight ja-ars, 

filled wan with oil an' put wan iv th' 

r-robbers in each iv th' others, an' thin 

wint to town like a merchant havin' 

oil f r sale. Ali Baba put him up f r 

th' night, an' 'tw'u'd have been all 
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r-right only f 'r th' gir-rl. Ye see, she 
was wan iv th' borrowin' kind that's 
foriver r-runnin' next door to ask th' 
loan iv a bit iv la-ard or a kittle or a 
hunk iv ice or a handful iv flour, bein' 
always out iv something or other, an' 
this night she was out iv oil. Ye 
know th' kind. If ye don't ye-er 
mother does. 

" ' " But why sh'u'd I be botherin' 
th' neighbors," says th' gir-rl, " whin 
there's ja-ars an' ja-ars an' ja-ars iv oil 
sittin' in th' ya-ard ? 'Tis only enough 
f r th' lamp I wa-ant." 

"'So she tuk off th' top iv th' 
fir-rst ja-ar, an' th' felly inside says, 
" Are ye r-ready ? " 

" ' " Not yet," said th' gir-rl, while 

her hear-rt was thumpin' her r-ribs like 

a ma-an playin' a shnare drum. An' 

thin she had th' ner-rve to go to ivery 
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ja-ax till she came to th' wan that had 
th' oil, which she tuk in an' put on 
th' flhtove. Whin it was boilin' she 
poured it over th' thirty-siven min in 
th' thirty-siven ja-ars, an', watchin' her 
chanst at th' table, she stuck th' carvin' 
knife into th' r-robber chief.' " 

"Norah," said Tommy Singer sol- 
emnly, "you've been to see 'The 
Mikado.' " 

" Niver," protested Norah. 

" Then where did you get that boil- 
ing oil idea?" demanded Tommy. 
"That's from 'The Mikado.' My 
mother took me to see it once and I 
know." 

" May-be," said Norah, doubtfully, 
"th' Sooltan's wife had been to see 
it." 

"That must be it," put in Ethel 

Merrill, " for Tommy is right. That 
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boiling oil is from ' The Mikado/ and 
some one must have seen it." 

" That's right," added the others. 

" I'm only tellin' ye what th' Sool- 
tan's wife told th' Sooltan," pleaded 
Norah, " an' she only told him what 
th' thir-rd man that came down th' 
r-road told th' ge-ni, and he only told 
th' ge-ni what th' other man told Sind- 
bad an' th' little old man on his neck. 
Fix it to suit it ye-ersilves which wan 
saw th' op'ry," 

"But that isn't all, is it?" asked 
Carl Merrill. 

"No," answered Norah. "Th'litr 
tie old ma-an on Sindbad's neck was so 
inth'risted that he forgot what he was 
doin', an' Sindbad, seein' his chanst, 
gave wan lurch and threw him oflF. 

" ' Thanks be I ' cries Sindbad. ' I'm 
free.' 
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" ' Sinbad's got r-rid iv th' little old 
man ! ' cries th' merchant to th' ge-ni 
with th' sword. ' Ray-mimber ye-er 
promise an' let me up.' 

" ' Me ar-rm/ says th' ge-ni, ' is that 
par'lized from holdin' th' big sword 
in th' air that I c'u'dn't kill ye anny- 
how. Ye're free to go.' 

"'Do ye hear that?' cries th' 
Sooltan's wife to th' Sooltan. 'Ye 
promised ye'd give me a pardon 
whin th' ge-ni tur-rned th' merchant 
loose.' 

" ' An' I'm glad to do it,' says th' 

Sooltan, 'if only to get r-rid iv th' 

shtrain iv keepin' thrack iv all th' 

tangle iv shtories. Ye've had me so 

worried I c'u'dn't shleep nights f'r 

botherin' about th' throubles iv all 

th' people an' thryin' to get thim 

shtraight in me mind so I c'u'd folly 
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ye whin ye shtarted on th' next chap- 
ther.' 

" ' Didn't ye worry about me ? ' asks 
th' Sooltan's wife. 

" ' Ye c'u'd do ye-er own worryin'/ 
says th' Sultan, ' but th' people in th' 
shtories c'u'dn't. But, annyhow, 'tis 
wor-rth lettin' ye live to get to th' ind. 
An' besides I ma-ay have a chanst to 
publish ye sotoe da-ay. Ye're a book 
now all but th' bindin', an' if I iver 
get tired iv ye I'll put ye in th' library 
inshtead iv sindin' ye out to ha-ave 
ye-er head cut off.' " 

" Is that all, Norah ? " asked Ethel 
Merrill. 

" What's enough f 'r th' Sooltan is 
enough f'r annywan," said Norah, 
" an' if th' Sooltan's wife is satisfied, 
'tw'u'd be crool to dishturb her." 
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